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In ·Luce Tua
Comment on the Significant News by the Editors
Game Conceded?
We shall require something better than Mr. Khrushchev' s word for it that the Russians are abandoning the
race for the moon. In terms of economics , it would be
even sillier for them than for us to commit the resources
needed to put a man on the moon, but economics is not
the only consideration involved in the policy-making of
great nations and we find it a bit hard to believe that the
Russian leaders are any less touchy on this business of
" prestige" than our leaders are . We have to find that
hard to believe because the alternative would be to suppose that the Russian leaders have more common sense
than ours do - a conclusion which we would be most reluctant to arrive at.
In any case, whether Mr. Khrushchev actually intends
to abandon the race. or whether his statement was a ploy
designed to demoralize his competition, we are happy to
~ee that a growing number of highly-respected p eople,
including General Eisenhower, are urging our government to forget this moon madness and find some better
use for the estimated forty billion dollars it would cost us
to carry the project through . Forty billion dollars is more
money than most of us can even imagine, and what it
could do toward solving problems here on earth is almost
incalculable. One of our friends , a man with considerable first-hand knowledge of South America, insists that
with less than half those forty billion dollars that whole
continent could be provided with an excellent system of
public education plus an adequate road system - the
two things it needs most. Another of our friends , a Goldwater Republican, suggests that there would be nothing
morally wrong in leaving the forty billion dollars in the
taxpayers' pockets for such uses as they may choose to
make of it.
On this particular issue, we find ourself agreeing with
our AuH 20-GOP friend . Prestige is a pretty intangible
commodity and we have heard no compelling arguments
to support the contention that the first nation to the
moon is going to get forty billion dollars' worth of prestige out of it. As for "scientific breakthroughs," there are
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any number of respectable scientists who have said that
it is not likely that a man on the moon could give us
much more detailed information about it than we are already capable of getting by other means . The one argument which we would still be inclined to listen to is the
military argument. If we have to spend forty billion dollars to ensure the security of the free world, we are
willing to ante up our share. But if the military argument does not impress General Eisenhower it is going
to take some fast talking to persuade us.

Meanwhile - The War
What had to be done in Viet Nam was done and we
are content to let everyone have his own suspicions of
how it was done. War is a messy business and the casualties are not always front-line troops. "Accidental suicides" do occur in high , rear-echelon ranks and sometimes even the most idealistic nations have a hand in arranging them.
The new government has promised to wage vigorous
war against the Communists. This, at the moment, is the
first order of priority. We can leave for later the question of whether the military junta is founded on the philosophy of Jeffersonian democracy ; at a minimum, it
seems to enjoy greater support from the Vietnamese people than did the regime which it displaced .
It is a terrible judgment on a man's life and work when
his death is celebrated with dancing in the streets - " like
Paris after the liberation," one reporter wrote. We feel
no desire to join in. the dancing, either actually or vicariously. The president and his brother were fellow
Christians, baptized into Jesus Christ. That their sins
were many is obvious ; whether they were sinners above
the rest of us we do not know and would not venture
to guess. We trust that they have found the same mercy
and forgiveness for which we hope when we shall have to
give an account to the same Lord Who has now pronounced judgment on their lives.
There remains the problem of what to do with the
Dragon Lady. We are commanded to comfort the widow
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and the fatherless children and we are happy to see that
sympathetic souls have taken Madame Nhu into their
home. Unfortunately, she is not just an ordinary widow.
She is a very intelligent, very attractive, very persuasive,
and tragically mistaken public figure whose continued
presence in our country may not be in the national interest. We do not see what useful purpose could be
served by her going up and down in the land rallying
support for a cause which is irretrievably lost and which
deserved to be lost. If she does so, we think she should
be asked to go somewhere else.
Meanwhile - the war. As far as the United States is
concerned.the only legitimate business we have in Viet
Nam is helping this small nation maintain its independence against the threat of a Communist take-over. What
kind of government the Vietnamese people want is their
own business. The sooner we can finish off the war, the
better for them and for us. If the new government proves
as inept and corrupt as the old, two men will have died
in vain. If, with our help, the new government can
bring the war to a quick and decisive end, history will
justify the "accidental suicide" of President Diem and
his brother on the same principle that has been so often
invoked in justification of political assassinations: " It is
good that one man should die and the people f,erish not. "

The Civil Rights Bill
Roy Wilkins, the executive secretary of the N.A.A.C.P.,
was right when he said that "no one who deeply cares
for civil rights could have described the overdue and desperately needed remedies [of the Administration's original
civil rights bill] as 'extreme' or 'drastic.'" All that was
wrong with them was that they were incapable of rallying
enough support to be enacted into law -which would
have meant that there would have been no civil rights
legislation from this session of the Congress.
Th compromise bill, which came out of the House Judiciary Committee with bi-partisan support, is at least
a series of steps in the right direction. It attacks the
problems of voting discrimination and denial of access to
public accommodations; it empowers the Justice Department to intervene in civil rights suits and to bring suits
against segregated public facilities; and it sets up a national equal employment opportunities commission with
power to outlaw discrimination in most industries engaged
in interstate commerce.
This bill is scheduled to come before the Senate this
month. It is a good bill, a reasonable bill, and it ought
to be enacted. It will not by any means solve the nation's racial crisis, but it could go a long way toward
convincing the Negro that his legitimate demands will be
met with "all deliberate speed." While this may not
satisfy those Negro leaders who insist that the accumulated abuses of centuries should be corrected NOW, we
believe that the great majority of Negroes are willing to
settle for something less than immediate redress of their
grievances, so long as there is clear evidence that things
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are moving as fast as it is reasonably possible to expect
them to move.
We are not optimistic about the bill's prospects in the
Senate. It will almost certainly touch off a Southern
filibuster which could be ended only by cloture. It could
attract a number of amendments which, while designed to
strengthen it, would have the effect of wrecking its prospects of passage. But one thing we think is certain: If
the bill is not enacted into law, we shall be in for resumption of more direct action to bring about "overdue
and desperately needed remedies" in the field of civil
rights.

Changing of the Guards
Within the same week, Dr. Konrad Adenauer retired
as chancellor of West Germany and Harold Macmillan
as prime minister of Great Britain. Der Alte went out
of office unwillingly and with a warning that he did not
intend to become a mute back-bencher. The unflappable
Mac seemed to be relieved that his prostate operation gave
him an honorable excuse for laying down an office which
would almost certainly have been taken from him in the
next general election.
Both men, in their time and place, served their country
well. Adenauer will almost certainly be remembered not
on! y as one of the greatest German leaders of all time
but as one of the fathers of the new Europe which is aborning. Macmillan, we suspect, will be remembered
not so much for what he did as for what he was - a
gentleman whose heart was always in the right place but
whose mind seemed curiously devoid of imagination. A
number of commentators have suggested that history will
place Dr. Adenauer alongside Bismarck in the ranks of
German leaders. Mr. Macmillan's place among British
leaders might well turn out to be alongside Sir Henry
Campbell-Bannerman, of whom the records say little except that he was a good, honorable old gentleman.
Leadership both in West Germany and in Great Britain has passed to men who would have been most unlikely to rise to the top of the political ladder in the
United States. The new German chancellor, Dr. Erhard,
was, of all things, a professor of economics before his
conversion to politician. And the new British prime
minister, mirabile dictu, was a blinkin' belted earl who,
according to the form book, should never even have attained senior cabinet rank in Britain's new "classless"
society.
It will be interesting to see how long the new leaders
last. Both men face serious challenges from dynamic
young leaders of the opposition - Willy Brandt in Germany and Harold Wilson in Great Britain. As of now,
Dr. Erhard seems relatively safe for the balance of his
present term of office and possibly for one more term.
Sir Alec Douglass-Home, we fear, is destined to become
a question on the quiz shows of the Seventies ("Can you
give me the name of the prime minister who served for a
few months between Mr. Macmillan and Mr. Wilson?")
But politics is tricky business. And meanwhile, in this
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tiny world of ours, Dr. Erhard and Sir Alec have been
called to places of power and influence which affect the
welfare of all mankind. They deserve the prayers not
only of their countrymen, but of all of us.

Few Are Chosen
We were surprised at the almost total absence of reaction to President Kennedy's recent executive order exempting married men from the draft. To us it looked
like a device for giving draft-dodgers a singularly attractive way of avoiding military service. Worse than that,
it looked like another in a long series of special dispensations which, taken together, have made Selective Service an utterly unfair, illogical, and inconsistent instrument for meeting the manpower needs of the armed forces.
As things stand now, a young man has to be awfully
patriotic or awfully stupid to get drafted. The clever
young man can go to college, choose a major that will
qualify him for a job in an essential industry, get married, have a child, and thumb his nose at General Hershey - a situation which doesn't bother us too much because we think that Selective Service outlived its usefulness years ago. What bothers us is that the few young
men who do get caught have every reason to feel that
they did not get a fair shake, that for reasons which they
find hard to comprehend they were singled out for an
onerous duty which the great majority of their contemporaries were able to escape.
The present Selective Service act became Ia w in 1951
and has been renewed every four years since then usually without serious debate and always by overwhelming majorities in the Congress. We hope that before it is
renewed again, in 196 7, Congress and the country will
take a close look at it first. The first question that needs
to be asked is whether, in the light of present-day situations, it is the best way to man our armed forces. Our
tentative judgment is that it is not. Volunteers already
supply half the draft quotas; it is at least possible that the
number of volunteers could be increased to meet the total
manpower requirement of the services if the pay scales
of the lower ranks were raised to the point where military service offered an attractive occupational opportunity. But if the draft is still needed the liability to military service ought to be much more nearly universal
than it is now; the young man who ends up in uniform
should at least have the satisfaction of knowing that the
odds on his getting tagged were no greater and no less
than for any other healthy young man in his age growp.
This satisfaction he does not have under the present law
and its various modifications by executive order. What
he has is a vague feeling of having been shafted - hardly the sort of attitude that builds esprit in the armed forces.

"The Battered Child Syndrome"
"So God created man in his own image, in the image of God
created he him" - Genesis I :27.
"And Adam ... begat a son in his own likeness, after his
image" - Genesis 5:3.
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There is not much that can be said either about the
glory or the tragedy of man that is not at least hinted at
in these two verses from Genesis. In every maternityward crib lies a little universe of potentiality - St. Francis and Genghis Khan housed in the same tiny body and
no sure way of knowing whether it will be the saint or
the devastator or something in between the two that will
exhibit itself in the child grown to adulthood.
The sobering conclusion toward which a great deal of
recent psychological research has been pointing is that
parents play a far larger part in the process of creation
than most of them realize. The likeness in which Adam
begat a son was not a mere physical likeness. It was that
blending of the divine and the fallen which makes every
man man. And it was not a likeness which was whole
and complete at birth; it was something which grew and
developed as the child lived in the home and learned to
imitate what he saw in his parents.
It should be a matter of considerable concern that more
and more infants and young children in our country are
apparently being reared in an atmosphere of actual brutality. Medical men speak of "the battered child syndrome," a combination of evidence that a shockingly
large number of children brought to hospitals have been
physically assaulted by their parents, despite parental
denials. There is reason to believe that, with the techniques which we now have of curing or correcting most
childhood diseases, the greatest single threat to life and
health in children under five may be their own parents.
If this is true, our civilization is sicker than we had
thought, for the ultimate test of any civilization is how it
treats its children. But there is more to it than that. In
an address to psychiatrists through the American Psychiatric Association, Dr. George C. Curtis points out that
"there is a probable tendency" for children who have
been mistreated by their parents "to become tomorrow's
murderers and perpetrators of other crimes of violence, if
they survive" and he urges his colleagues in the profession to "hold the implications of child abuse steadily before the public's attention."
"Adam begat a son in his own likeness." Those of us
who are shocked by teen-age violence might consider
that we are looking at ourselves in a mirror. If we don't
like what we see, maybe we had better change ourselves,
rather than damning the mirror.

One World at a Time
We are willing to take the word of experimenters for
it that the drugs mescaline, psilocybin, and LSD-25 are
capable of producing "intense mystico-religious reactions"
and feelings of "deep union with God." The fact that
they are able to do so is also, for us, reason enough to
avoid them like the plague.
The Christian faith is concerned with Truth - nothing more and nothing less. It offers, not an escape from
reality, but an escape into reality. Jesus Christ, when
he faced His own supreme moment of truth, refused even
a mild pain-killer - He chose to look even at the reality
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of evil with His wits about Him. And when He sought
communion with God, He did so by prayer and fasting,
not by playing tricks on His nervous system.
It may very well be, as one LSD-taker has said, that
"our everyday religious experience has become so jaded,
so rationalized that to become aware of the mystery,
wonderment, and confusion of life we must resort to
drugs." But the Christian faith has nothing in particular
to do with "religious experiences" and it is only peripherally concerned with the " mystery, wonderment, and
confusion of life." In fact, mainstream Christians have
tended to look with considerable suspicion upon "religious experiences" because they remember that the demonic is always most attractive and most deadly when
it exhibits itself in the guise of an angel of light. And
while they do not question that individual Christians
have from time to time been granted special experiences
of the presence of God, they hold that these experiences
come as special gifts of G?d's grace and can not be induced at will.
Saint Paul has a comment on God's ways of revealing
Himself to man which anyone who is tempted to mess
around with these drugs ought to consider before he does
so: "The righteousness which is of faith speaketh on his
wise, Say not in thine heart, Who shall ascend into heaven? (that is, to bring Christ down from above :) or, Who
shall descend into the deep? (that is, to bring up Christ
again from the dead.) But what saith it? The word_is
nigh thee, even in thy mouth, and in thy heart: that 1s,
the word of faith, which we preach ; That if thou shalt
confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe
in thine heart that God hath raised him from the dead,
thou shalt be saved" (Romans 10: 6-9).
In other words, one world at a time. In this world we
know God by faith, and not otherwise. Beatific visions
belong to another level of existence to which most of us
have not even the right to aspire.

Letter From Xanadu, Nebr.
Our former colleague, G.G., who was for many years
our Great Plains correspondent, still writes to us from
time to time. His most recent letter contains news which
may be of interest to his old friends and we have there-

fore asked and receivt:d permission to reproduce it here.
Dear Editor:
Well, here it is, the season to be jolly, fa Ia Ia Ia Ia, Ia
Ia Ia Ia, again, and I am getting my Christmas letters out
early this year so that the Mrs. and I can jet down to
Texas to spend a couple weeks before Christmas with our
boy Homer and his family. Then, the day after Christmas, we will jet on to L.A. for the convention of the
International Lutheran Implement Dealers Association
of the United States and Canada and the annual meeting of the editorial board of The Spreader.
Did I write you that our daughter Judy got married
last June? She got a real nice boy , young fellow from
Ohio that she met at the U. They're living in Keokuk,
Iowa. We tried to discourage the marriage at first because the boy's family is A .L.C. and they were dead set
against him joining the church. But Judy finally put her
foot down and told him that she would rather call the
whole thing off than settle for a mixed marriage. So he
gave in, and finally his folks did too. I guess what had
really been eating them was all these stories about how
the Missouri Synod has gone modern and doesn't believe
in the Bible any more. Anyway, they seemed to feel a
lot better about it when they had a chance to talk to
Rev. Zeitgeist after the wedding and found out that we
are just as conservative as the A.L.C. and maybe more
so on some things.
Funny thing about these adult converts, maybe you
have noticed it too. They're usually harder church workers than those who were brought up in the church. Ed
and Trudy have only been in Keokuk since September
and already he is an usher and we just got a letter from
them saying that he has been made chairman of the
Men's Club bean supper next February. It's a heck of a
thing when your son-in-law, who is a convert, turns out
to be a more active church member than your own son,
who is a fourth-generation Missouri Lutheran. I'm going
to tell Homer that and see if I can't light a fire under
him .
Well, I have a lot more letters to write. Furlicke Weinacten to you and all my old friends and if I don 't get
a chance to write before then Happy New Year too.
G.G.

JOHN FITZGERALD KENNEDY
1917- 1963

On the twenty-second of November, a man who
hated John F. Kennedy shot and killed him. In so
doing, he ensured this great and good and gener~us
man that special place in the memory of the nation
which is reserved for those who died in her service.
"I heard a voice from heaven, saying unto me,
Write, From henceforth blessed are the dead who
die in the Lord: even so saith the Spirit; for they rest
from their labors and their works do follow after
them."
6
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AD ll B.
The Hypocrisy of Christmas
--------------8 y

A L F R E D

Strange, isn't it, that the season of Christmas, the season commemorating that most wond erful gift of Love ,
should also be the season when man is a t his most h ypocritical? But over the years , and in many ways the very
purity and beauty of the Christmas story has always revealed the h ypocrite in man.
In story, and in carols endlessl y played throughout
December , the world expresses its reverence for all of the
characters in the Christmas story. Judging from our reactions to them , all of these characters are noble. If there
is anything approaching a villain in the tale of Bethlehem, it is the innkeeper . Many are quick to bemoan his
callousness in turning Mary and Joseph from his door .
But the innkeeper is unjustly mali g ned , for h e m erely
stated the fact that his inn was filled for the night, and
he was surely unaware of Mary's condition.
Be that as it may, many of those who berate the innkeeper would act today as he did then , but for the wrong
reasons . How many persons in 20th century America
would , for example, admit into their homes this couple,
dusty from a long journey, and particularly when they
turn out to be a Jewish carpenter and his wife?
And how would the shepherds be received? On Christmas cards and in store windows , the shepherds a lways
wear immaculate robes and are ideal heralds of the tidings. We proclaim this too in the carols we sing so piously. But would we accept their message so readily if they
appeared today in comparable modern dress , fresh from
the fields and with a slight odor of goat about them ? I
am afraid we would dismiss them as not quite our type
of people and certainly not the type who might b e entrusted with bearing so important a message. The hypocrisy is particular noticeable when m a n weeps sentimental tears over " While Shepherds Watched Their Flocks
By Night" but will have nothing to do in his eve ryday
life with characters similar to thos e in the Christmas
story.
Only the Three Kings of Orient are likely to get invited into our homes . And this would not be because
we appreciate their adoration of th e Christ c hild , but
because we would clothe them with some vague U .N .
connection and could see that they were quite obviously
rich.
Hyprocisy creeps out in our giving, too. Christmas
is the season when we give out of love . The sentiment
is worthy and the gift is a fin e expression of the senti-
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ment. Perhaps gifts to members of the family and to immediate friends are given out of love, but one would
never guess it by watching the faces of Christmas shoppers. It should be a pleasure to shop if the gift is to be
an expression of one' s love for another. But if this is
tru e, how can one explain the scowls he sees in the department stores throughout the month of December? It
is evident that too much of our giving is a matter of habit,
and there is little joy in giving with such poor motivation .
Equally hypocritical is giving because one is shamed,
dragooned, or tricked into it. All of us give to a variety
of p eople who supply us with some service during the
year. It may be the milkman, the mailman , the paper
boy , or a score of others. Presumably, we give at this
tim e of year in ord er to express our appreciation and
affection . But how often is this an honest expression?
It seems likely that a high percentage of these gifts is
given because w e feel we must or someone may not like
us.
We could go on in many other areas , pointing out
how frequently w e are less than honest with ourselves at
this season of the year. We could, for instance, look at
the motives underlying the exchange of Christmas cards,
but it might put Hallmark out of business.
It is true that most persons, in the last five shopping
days before Christmas, seem to exude an honest spirit of
"peace on earth , good will toward men ." Every year I
hope this spirit will remain, but for most it stops around
supper time on December 25th. Isn't there something hypocritical about wishing one' s fellow man well only five
days a year?
·I am not trying to be a Scrooge, nor do I have anything against Christmas . It is because I love Christmas that I am objecting to what goes on in this season.
There is , of course, a solution to this problem, which
you know. The solution lies in getting Bethlehem into
perspective, in seeing in this Child in the crib not just a
lovable and helpless baby, but the Savior; in seeing in this
tender and winsome story of the Babe God's mighty hand
and loving concern; in hearing " Peace on earth, good
will toward men" not only as an expression of angel's joy
but also as a command from the Father.
If we are blessed with the perspective, not only can we
avoid hypocrisy, but we can experience a Christmas that
is not bound by time and the calendar, a Christmas as
timeless as Christmas was meant to be.
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The Comedy of Evil
BY CHARLOTTE

K.

SPIVACK

Associate Professor of English and Humanities
Fisk University

The association of evil and the comic is a commonplace in medieval art and letters. One immediately recalls the roaring demons in the eighth circle of the Inferno, the fire-cracking devils of mysteries, and the incorrigibly grinning vices of the morality drama. Probably
the most familiar symbol of the entire Middle Ages is
the gargoyle, that grotesque figure of evil which leers
mockingly from the sacred edifice of the cathedral. This
remarkable association was perpetuated in the Renaissance, with the Elizabethan stage offering such diverse
examples as Kyd's jesting scoundrel Pedringano, Marlowe's practical-joking devil Mephistopheles, and Shakespeare's smiling villain Richard III. And that this perpetuation was not merely theatrical is confirmed by a
glance at the diabolic caricatures on the canvases of
Bosch and Breughel. Such obvious examples are more
readily observed than explained, however, and despite
its familiarity (or perhaps because of it), this traditional
union of comedy and evil has been accepted , without
scrutiny, as an adventitious phenomenon rather than as
a significant one. But the unholy alliance of hell and
humor had very deep roots: to the medieval and Renaissance mind it was not a superficial association of comedy and evil, but rather a profound philosophical conception of the comedy of evil.
The intimacy of laughter and evil in Christian art was
no mere marriage of compatibles, but a genuine ideational consanguinity. For the comedy of evil in Christian
art was the inevitable consequence of the definition of
evil in Christian metaphysics. To elucidate the comedy
of evil, then, it is necessary first to investigate this allimportant definition of evil which remained remarkably
constant from the origin of Christianity to its intellectual
decline in the seventeenth century. From the patristic
period through the Renaissance, the intellectual leaders
of the church, whatever their speculative differences on
other subjects, reveal impressive agreement on this one.
It is this very agreement which uncomplicates the idea
of evil in Christian metaphysics and qualifies the subject
for succinct exposition through reference to the leading
fathers of the church from Origen to Aquinas. The long
history of this uniform interpretation of evil can therefore be readily summarized, and its implications for the
comic portrayal of evil in art readily deduced.
In the third century after Christ, Origen, whose education under the combined tutelage of Clement and Plotinus
prepared him for a philosophical synthesis of Christianity
and neo-Platonism, formulated the definition of evil that
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was to survive him over a thousand years. According to
Origen, evil has no reality but is defined precisely as the
diminution or privation of reality. Evil has no essential
being but exists only negatively, like the darkness which
is in reality nothing but the absence of light. In short,
evil is non-being. This concept of unsubstantial evil was
largely inspired by Plotinus, who had designated all being as essentially good and attributed what seems to be
evil to a lack of being. He had suggested that what is
considered to be evil in existence is merely the privation
of full existence; ironically, therefore, the negative "existence" of evil implies the possibility of greater positive
good. In similarly denying the reality of evil and relegating it to the role of privation, Origen solved a problem that his mentor Plotinus did not face: he exonerated
God from the onus of having created evil.
Throughout the early centuries of the church the
Christian formulation of evil was challenged by the Manichean doctrine of the eternal coexistence of equally substantial good and evil. The controversy involved no
less than the fundamental conception of Deity, for the
apostles of Mani believed in a prince of darkness who
compelled equal recognition with the god of light. Among
those who for a time subscribed to this rational but pessimistic explanation of evil was Augustine. After wrestling
for a long time with the paradox of evil in God's creation, Augustine finally resolved the tormenting dualism
which seemed to threaten either the goodness or the
omnipotence of the creator. He rejected a Manichean
universe in uneasy equilibrium between equipollent principles of good and evil and subscribed to the belief of
Origen that evil cannot be. In his Confessions he records
his personal experience in reaching this new awareness:
So we must conclude that if things are deprived of
all good, they cease altogether to be; and this means
that as long as they are, they are good. Therefore,
whatever is, is good; and evil, the origin of which I
was trying to find, is not a substance, because if it
were a substance, it would be good. For either it
would be an incorruptible substance of the supreme
order of goodness, or it would be a corruptible substance which would not be corruptible unless it were
good. So it became obvious to me that all that you
have made is good, and that there are no substances
whatsoever that were not made by you. And because
you did not make them all equal, each single thing
is good and collectively they are very good, for our
God made his whole creation very good.
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Later, in formal polemic against the Manicheans, he
developed further the notion of privative evil:
Those things we call evil, then, are defects in good
things, and quite incapable of existing in their own
right outside good things .. . But those very defects
testify to the natural goodness of things. For what is
evil by reason of a defect must obviously be good
of its own nature. For a defect is something contrary in nature, something which damages the nature of a thing - and it can do so only by diminishing that thing's goodness. Evil therefore is nothing
but the privation of good. And thus it can have no
existence anywhere except in some good thing ...
The definition of evil as privation rather than substance continued to expounded alike by Christians and
neo-Platonists. The neo-Platonic Proclus (De Substantia
Mali) maintained the same position as his Christian
contemporary Titus of Bostra (Adversus Manicheas).
Prudentius' Hamartigenia attested to the widespread acceptance of the idea among Latin writers and thinkers
while the works of such Greek fathers as Basil and John
Chrysostom identified the concept with Christian theology as such . Basil echoed Augustine in his argument
against the reality of evil:
You must not look upon God as the author of the
existence of evil, nor consider that evil has any subsistence in itself. For evil does not subsist as a living
being does, nor can we set before our eyes any substantial essence thereof. For evil is the privation of
good ... Now if evil is neither uncreated nor created by God, whence comes its nature? That evil exists no one living in the world will deny. What shall
we say, then? That evil is not a living and animated entity, but a condition of the soul opposed to
virtue, proceeding from light-minded persons on account of their falling away from the good.
By the fifth century the doctrine of privative evil had become a cardinal tenet in the expanding Christian theology with the pseudo-Dionysius maintaining the position as follows (De Divinis No minibus):
Evil does not exist at all ... Evil in its nature is
neither a thing nor does it bring anything forth ...
Evil does not exist at all and is neither good nor
productive of good .. . All things which are, by the
very fact that they are, are good and come from
good; but in so far as they are deprived of good, they
are neither good nor do they exist ... That which
has not existence will be nothing, unless it be thought
of as subsisting in the good superessentially. Good,
then, as absolutely existing and as absolutely non~
existing, will stand in the foremost highest place,
while evil is neither that which exists nor is that
which does not exist.
And in the sixth century Boethius, although not a theologian and probably not even a Christian, advanced the
privative nature of evil as a primary tenet of his De Consolatione Philosophiae. He suggested two consoling rationalizations which follow from recognition of the privatio
boni. First, since evil as privation depends upon the
good for its very being- or rather, its non-being- then
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it must, as Augustine had already explained, ultimately
destroy itself. "A thing exists which keeps its proper
place and preserves its nature; but when anything falls
away from its nature its existence too ceases for that lies
in its nature." It follows, therefore, that even when the
appearance of evil looms large, the apparent augmentation is actually a sign of imminent diminution and ultimate disappearance. The threats of even the most immediate evil can be dissipated through this recognition:
You will say, "Evil men are capable of evil"; and
that I would not deny. But this very power of theirs
comes not from strength, but from weakness. They
are capable of evil; . . . but this very power of all
shows the most plainly that their power is nought.
For if, as we have agreed, evil is nothing, then, since
they are only capable of evil, they are capable of
nothing.

Definitions from the Renaissance
No major theologian appeared between the time of
Boethius and the Carolingian Renaissance. But before
turning to the ninth century to resume the theme of evil
as it recurs unchanged in the otherwise highly original
Irish philosopher John Scotus Erigena, it is useful to
make an important distinction. Without becoming in- .
volved in that favorite intellectual pastime of the Middle
Ages - debating the problems of universals and the
relationship of existence and essence - it is possible to
clarify a point that may be ambiguous because of implicit
assumptions about those very problems. In the above
chronology of theoretical evil, the word "exists" appears
in what seem to be two contradictory passages. When
St. Basil observes "That evil exists no one living in the
world today will deny," he seems to be refuting Dionysius' statement that "Evil does not exist at all." As befits the subject of evil, however, what seems to be is not.
The contradiction is only apparent, for evil does at once
exist and not exist, depending on the meaning of the
verb. This is to say, it exists experientially but notessentially, even as black exists to the senses only because
real color is absent. In the metaphysical formulation
of reality, evil is merely an appearance, not an ens.
This particular distinction - which is actually another
way of denying the Manichean dualism which attributed
essence to both good and evil - was of major importance to Erigena, whose translation of the pseudo-Dionysius carried on the old reconciliation of Platonism and
Christianity. He confirmed the definiton of evil as nonbeing: "Evil is nothing but the absence of God; matter
is nothing but the absence of spirituality in the world;"
and he elucidated the seeming existence of manifest
evils:
They are good because God wills nothing bad; consequently there is no evil in nature. This does not
prevent their appearing evil to persons who do not
consider the whole of which they are parts, like the
dark spots which contribute to the beauty of a whole
picture. They are incorruptible because there is
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nothing evil to corrupt them . This does not prevent their freely willing irrational and illicit movements. (De Divisione Naturae )
Three centuries later, the voice of the contentious Peter
Abelard spoke out in uncharacteristic agreement with
preceding and contemporary theologians on this one
subject, the privative nature of evil. Abelard, who, was
also concerned with the impressive appearance of evil,
concluded (Sci to Teipsum) that this illusory threat is actually a desirable apparition in this imperfect worldly
existence in that it serves as a test of Christian character: "vice is a moral defect of mind, not inclining us to
sin but providing the stuff of conflict which makes the
triumph of virtue possible." Like Milton , Abelard regarded the existence of evil as a necessary condition of
active merit.

St. Thomas On Evil
The fullest commentary on privative evil appeared in
the thirteenth century in the massive Summa of Thomas
Aquinas. On this subject, as well as on almost any other
relating to Christianity, the thinkers who come before
St. Thomas subside into a prologue to him. Separated
by a millennium of Christian thought and experience
from the Platonic Augustine, the Aristotelian Doctor
Angelicus agreed with the early African father on the
privative nature of evil. Expounding the idea of deficient
evil in greater detail thaq. any of his predecessors, however, Aquinas first stated the precept succinctly - "Malum est non ens" (evil is non-being) - then developed
it with characteristic thoroughness, for the first time making a distinction between the non-being of evil as manifested in the physical and in the moral realms of creation. Of physical evil he stated simply that "evil is the
absence of the gRqd which is natural and due to a thing.
Nothing can be-~il in its very essence." Why then is
there such privation of being, he goes on to ask; why
is there not complete good instead of varying degrees of
the absence of good? The answer lies in the very definition of creation. " The perfection of the universe requires that there should be inequality in things, so that
every grade of goodness may be realized ." The physical
evils of death and corruptibility must necessarily characterize His creation, for "God alone has the fullness of
His being in a manner which is one and simple, whereas
every other thing has its proper fullness of being in a certain multiplicity." God's universe is perfect because it
is, in every way, a plenum.
As for moral evil, Thomas also denied its essence:
"every action has goodness in so far as it has being; in
so far as it is lacking in something that is due to its fullness of being, it is said to be evil." Again asking why, he
reasoned that moral evil, unlike physical evil, is permitted
rather than willed as part of the scheme of creation .
Moral evil, therefore, has but an accidental cause. "[Moral] evil has no formal cause, but is rather a privation of
form. So, too, neither has it a final cause, but is rather
a privation of order to the proper end ... Evil, however,
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has a cause by way of an agent, not directly, but accidentally." He then added to his consideration of both
kinds of evil an explanatory note to the effect that not
every absence of good is evil. "For absence of good can
be taken in a privative and in a negative sense. Absence of good, taken negatively, is not evil; otherwise, it
would follow that what does not exist is evil ... But
the absence of good, taken in a privative sense, is an evil;
as, for instance, the privation of sight is called blindness."
Thomas crystallized, from every possible point of view,
the traditional dogma of non-essential evil. Bequeathed
to him through a millennium of Christian assertion and
amplification, it received from him so definitive and
exhaustive a formulation that thereafter it faded as an
explicit object of formal polemic and became instead an
a priori assumption in Christian metaphysics. Even during the Fourteenth Century storm of controversy over
nominalism, the concept of evil as non-being was not attacked although the new school of Ockham challenged
the prevailing concepts of being. The privative nature
of evil was to remain throughout the Renaissance a virtually unquestioned premise of the Christian world.
Deeply ingrained in every Christian consciousness, the
non-being of evil functioned as more than mere theory; it
became a point of departure for action , a basis for ethical
choice. Primary expression of it occurred not in treatise
but in deed, not in the cloister of speculation but in the
arena of daily life. Before examining its pervasive influence on the medieval mind, however, it is essential to
review a corollary concept : the Chain of Being.

The Chain of Being
The great Chain of Being was for both the Middle
Ages and the Renaissance the accepted metaphor of the
universal scheme of things. As a practical adjunct to
theological doctrine, it constituted in effect a blueprint
for the application of ideas, among them privative evil, to
the created universe. As stated by its modern historiographer Arthur 0. Lovejoy, the Chain of Being was
The conception of the plan and structure of the
world which, through the Middle Ages and down
to the late eighteenth century, many philosophers,
most men of science, and indeed most educated men,
were to accept without question - the conception
of the universe as a " great Chain of Being," composed of an immense, or - by the strict but seldom rigorously applied logic of the principle of continuity - of an infinite number of links ranging in
hierarchical order from the meagerest kind of existents, which barely escape non-existence, through
"every possible" grade up to the ens perfectissimum
- or, in a somewhat more orthodox version, to the
highest possible kind of creature, between which and
the Absolute Being the disparity was assumed to be
infinite - every one of them differing from that immediately above and that immediately below it by
the "least possible" degree of difference.
Resulting ultimately from a combination of Platonic
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emanation and Aristotelian plenitude, the Chain had
been endowed with a new perspective by its incorporation of Christian hierarchical values. The concept of the
Chain had thereby become a moral as well as physical
frame of reference. As God at the top represented complete being or goodness, it followed that the lowest orders of nature, those farthest removed from God, possessed not only the least being but also the least goodness. Location on the scale was therefore qualitative: an
angel is better than a beast because an angel has more
being than a beast. To the medieval mind, what was
higher on the Chain was not merely different but better.
Completely alien to the modern sentimental inclination
to equalize all things - all God's creatures are equally
wonderful, we say, as if they were wonderfully equal is the constant value judgment exerted upon the physical universe by the medieval mind. Equally remote to
the modern mind with its secular values firmly rooted in
the material world is the medieval correlation ofmatter
with evil. Although matter was not considered to be
either wholly or substantially evil, the evil tendency of
matter was a fact of central importance in the medieval
view. Matter was considered less real than spirit. ("Matter is nothing but the absence of spirituality in the
world." - Erigena) Mere matter, therefore, which was
concentrated on the lower links of the Chain, was in itself a manifestation of the partial privation of being and
as such identified with evil.
Since the doctrine of privative evil applied to the Chain
of Being resulted in the identification of spirit with goodness, and, conversely, of matter with evil, the image of
the Chain in its entirety provided for the medieval moral
awareness a progressive lesson in contemptus mundi. Discrimination between good and evil began in the distinction between up and down. Consequently the moral implications of upward and downward thoughts and actions are present everywhere in the Middle Ages and
Renaissance, even in casual mockery, as when Sidney
condemns the man who does not like poetry for his
"earthcreeping mind." And it was neither innocence nor
a fascination for the grotesque that led to the typical
depiction of the devil as a beast. Satan conventionally
appeared with animalized features - horns, tail, shaggy
hair - embodying the animal passions and appetites
which characterize the bestial aspect of privative evil
associated with the lower orders on the Chain of Being.
To apply this double polarization of good and evil (absence of good) and of spirit and matter (absence of spirit)
to human behavior, however, requires a careful look at
the position of man on the Chain.

Man's Place In the Chain
Man occupies a unique position which endows him
with unique attributes. Located exactly midway in the
hierarchy of creation, man is the only creature incorporating all three orders of nature in one. As Dante, applying Aristotle, explained it:
DECEMBER

1963

As man has been endowed with a threefold life,
namely, vegetable, animal, and rational, he journeys
along a threefold road; for in so far as he is vegetable he seeks for what is useful, wherein he is of like
nature with ·plants; in so far as he is animal he seeks
for that which is pleasurable, wherein he is of nature
with the brutes; in so far as he is rational he seeks
for what is right - and in this he stands alone, or
is a partaker of the nature of angels.
As a result, man is a highly complex and also ambivalent creature. His remarkable situation affords him certain extraordinary advantages but also causes him quite
paradoxical problems. Lovejoy describes the tragi-comic
ambivalence of the "middle link":
He is therefore - not in consequence of any accidental fall from innocence nor of any perverse
machination of evil spirits, but because of the requirements of the universal scheme of things - torn
by conflicting desires and propensities; as a member
of two orders of being at once, he wavers between
both, arid is not quite at home in either ... He is,
in a sense in which no other link in the chain is, a
strange hybrid monster; and if this gives him a certain pathetic sublimity, it also results in incongruities
of feeling, inconsistencies of behavior, and disparities
.between his aspirations and powers which render
him ridiculous.
The most important attribute to follow from this troublesome duality is moral freedom. In the phenomenal
world only man is endowed with freedom of choice;
hence only man can move on the chain. Already participating in both the spiritual and material orders of
creation, he can move toward greater participation in
either. Already part angel and part beast, he can rise to
more angelic stature to fulfill his spiritual aspiration, or
he can degenerate to bestiality through surrender to his
animal nature. Pico della Mirandola d scribes the possibilities in his Oration on the Dignity of Man:
If you see one abandoned to his appetites crawling
on the ground, it is a plant and not a man you see;
if you see one blinded by the vain illusions of imagery, as it were of Calypso, and, softened by their
gnawing allurement, delivered over to his senses, it
is a beast and not a man you see. If you see a philosopher determining all things by means of right
reason, him you shall reverence; he is a heavenly
being and not of this earth. If you see a pure contemplator, one unaware of the body and confined
to the inner reaches of the mind, he is neither an
earthly nor a heavenly being; he is a more reverend
divinity vested with human flesh.
The free agent of a double nature, man is also capable
of two kinds of evil, physical and moral. Deprivation of
his physical nature and deprivation of his moral nature
are separate but analogous manifestations of non-being
in terms of human existence. Physical evil, for man, is
bestial. It involves indulgence of the body, surrender to
passion and impulse, a preoccupation with physical satisfaction at "the expense of spirit in a waste of shame."
In short, it involves those sins which Dante punished in
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upper hell, such as lust, violence, and gluttony. In terms
of the Chain, it means subordinating the superior to the
inferior. Moral evil, on the other hand , is diabolic. It
involves perversion of the intellect , distortion of that
"right reason" by directing it to wrong ends, preoccupation with the unreal and the insubstantial at the expense
of the real, the essential. It is the sin of Macbeth, who
takes the witches' prophecy at face value.
In addition to the singular attribute of freedom, with
its consequent possibilities for salvation or damnation ,
man possesses another unique trait: the capacity for
laughter. Learned medieval treatises, exhibiting the typical fondness of the age for categorizing and classifYing,
defined man thus : homo est substantia, animata, rrztionali,
mortali, risus capax (man is substance, animate, rational,
mortal , and capable of laughter). Like his freedom , man's
laughter is also a result of his very middle position on the
Chain of Being. Man's comic perception is the direct
result of his double view. Endowed with a p erspective
of his own incongruity, man was afforded laughter as
a means of reconciling the contrary aspects of his dual
nature. Directed downward from above, since the higher can comprehend the lower, laughter is the disdainful
comment of the soul on the inferiority of the mortal, material body. To put it metaphysically , laughter was the
response on the part of the being to the exposure of nonbeing. Similarly, then, laughter occurs when that which
is real perceives the absence of reality, and when that
which is good becomes aware of that absence of good
which we call evil. As C. S. Lewis remarks in his Preface to Paradise Lost: "At that precise point where Satan
meets something real, laughter must arise, just as steam
must when water meets fire."

The Absurdity of Evil
It is at this point, then - "w here Satan meets something real" - that th e subject of evil becomes wedded
to the mode of comedy. Laughter must arise at the perception of privative evil. To the m edieval Christian
who simply followed the definition of evil as non-being
through to its logical conclusion, laughter was actually inevitable. Taught that ev il is not what it seems to be,
that it is reall y n ear es t d estru ction when it seems most
potent, that it is actually moving toward annihilation
when it see ms to be soaring with success, that it is literally approaching nothingness when it seems to be everything, medieval man could not do otherwise than laugh
at the fundamental absurdity of evil.
To regard evil as an object of scornful laughter was
not to take it lightly . To unmask evil and to penetrate
its nature was, on the contrary, an operation of the utmost seriousness, and laughter simply marked the triumph of recognition. Only by knowing the true nature
of ev il can one resist its misl eading allure; and one's
mockery of it, attesting this knowledge, attests as well his
immunity. One can resist evil successfully only by seeing it as a shadow asserting substance, a nothing masquerading as something. It becom es a butt of humor
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to anyone who recognizes it as an impotent monster
thundering in a void. Puffed up in vainglorious insubstantiality, fuming with non-existent prowess, promising
equivocal rewards and veiling the eternal verities with
temporal trappings, the force of physical and moral evil
becomes in the light of immortal and all-encompassing
goodness a grotesquely comic thing.
The modern reader may object, however, that dismissing evil as a joke, albeit good philosophy, is decidely
poor psychology. Surely such a theoretical brushing aside
of evident evils, while perhaps satisfying to the philosophical mind, could not hav e meant anything to the untutored mind of the ordinary man, even in the devout
Middle Ages. Could the theoretically privative nature of
evi l reduce the immediacy of pests, pains, and plagues?
Could the awareness of the spiritual non-being of his
wealth, his skin, or his life in any way comfort the robbed,
the beaten, or the dying? Surprising as it may sound today, the answers were decidedly affirmative even for the
ordinary medieval mind. Just as it was possible for a
Christian who really anticipated a blissful eternity for
his soul to regard life on earth as a kind of "serio-comic
interlude," as Henry Adams put it, so it was possible
for that Christian who really believed in the ultimate victory of the Good to see in evil only a kind of serio-comic
threat. Like Chaucer's Troilus laughing at the passions
and pains of his life b elow on earth, he was able to
achieve a comic perspective on merely worldly woes.
P e rh aps th e modern reader's skepticism about the
seemingly naive psychological reaction of the medi eval
mind is fostered by his r eco ll ection of Voltaire's devastating satire on the "wh a tever is, is right" doctrine of
the Eighteenth Century. But the word ·' is " in this facile
formula of Pope's does not have the same meaning as the
identical word in Augustine's metaphysical postulation ,
.. Whatever is, is good." II "whatever is" refers to tem poral, destructible, worldly things , then indeed to label
every thin g '·right" or ·'good " is a rational absurdity.
But if •·whatever is" refers to th e eternal and incorruptible reality of spirit, then th e d enial of th e reality of evil
is inescapable by Christian definition. Augustine's phrase
is sound, tor Being as such is good. But Pope's phrase,
in so far as it refers to the multiplicity of finite existence,
does not rea lly support but actually contradicts the theory
of deficient evi l. Because of th e inte rvening change in
con cepts of reality between the Middl e Ages and th e
modern world, the two statements which sound so similar
actually have meanings exactly opposed . To th e ordinary Christian of the Middle Ages, then , who believed in
the ultimate r eality of th e good , th e best d efense against
the distracting illusion of evil was laughter. His laughter
was not at all naive, but a very practical d efense based
on a very d eep faith.
But since the illusion of evi l was distracting , how was
he to recognize th e nothing that was iniquity? By definition deceptive to th e senses, might not evil beco me the
mocker instead of the mocked by eluding iden tification?
How exactly could the tangible examples of this abstracTHE CRESSET
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tion, privative evil, be isolated as proper objects of scorn
for those who wished so to treat them? How can the
belief that evil is non-being enable men to penetrate the
disguise of this manifest absence of the good sufficiently
to permit the proper reaction of mockery?
The process of recognition was encouraged by the
overwhelmingly sacramental view of life held in the
Middle Ages. Aquinas had been struck by the ·'somewhat eerie fact that nothin g man comes across explains
itself; that nothing h e encounters is self~explanatory: always eve rything depends on something else for its own
intelligibility:" In a world conceived of as a set of corr espondences between things and ideas, everything found
meaning in reference to something apart from itself. For
the mind oriented to the fourfold interpretation of Scripture, the leap from lofty ontology to pedestrian activity is
not difficult. To one h ab itu ated to multi-leveled perceptions, a rose is not a rose and only a rose, but a rose
is beauty which is also Mary and, as it often appears engraved on the tombs of early Christians, the fi gure of
the soul's salvation. A man with this habit of thought
readily illustrates his belief in the Trinity, like Browning's Spanish monk, by drinking his glass of watered
orange pulp in three gulps. Another concept which
aided the comi c exposure of disguised evil was the speculum approach to reality, regarding the world as a moral
mirror, with all things serving as exempla for moral or
religious ideas. With the habit of interpreting virtually
every phenomenon as a lesson, the medieval mind sharpened its awareness of the many distorting mirrors of evil
in the world.
The most important mirror of evil, however, was the
aesthetic one. The individual psychological reaction to
the perception of privative evil was multiplied and magnified in the universal artistic formulation of that reaction. Translated into art, the mockery of non-essential
evil revealed its whole gamut of unreality from the bestial to the diabolic. Enacted in a thousand plays, reproduced in as many paintings, and built into every cathedral, the comedy of evil was scarcely less dominant than
its austere sister theme, the Passion of Christ. The upward fervor of the sculptured saint and the downward
grin of the gargoyle tell the whole story.

The Comedy of Evil In Art
To the question of where the comedy of evil was applied in art the answer must be: everywhere. United in
a common homiletic purpose to project a common subject, the Christian arts consistently mocked the falsely
strutting evils of this life - the lure of the senses , the
threat of death, and the temptations of vice - by exposing the world, the flesh, and the devil as but shadowy
negations of the eternal, the spiritual, and the good. In
music, architecture, and painting as well as in literature,
the spectres of death , decay, corruption, and damnation
were grotesquely paraded for the moral edification of a
population who might otherwise be deceived by such provocative illusions of being.
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In music, an art quite as allegorically conceived as
literature during the Middle Ages, the comedy of evil
invaded both composition and instrumentation. Comic
perversion of both words and music was practiced even
in the sacred liturgy. Double liturgical texts were written
for homiletic purposes, wherein the Latin service was
paralleled by a vernacular text with comic content. At
the same time, the notes of the serious musical setting
were reversed to provide a comic melody for the secular
text. The comedy of evil also entered into the choice of
instrument for a particular lyric. For example, the psalter was used for solemn sacred music, the cithara for
light secular song. The psalter was believed to represent
the spirit and the cithara the flesh simply because the
music sounded from the upper part of the former instrument whereas in the latter instrument the sounds
emerged from the lower part. Profane (hence evil) music
and church music thus found their respective modes of
performance in strict accordance with the Chain of Being.
The conventional mockery of evil also played an essential role in medieval architecture. The Gothic cathedrals of Europe, constructed as the architectural allegory,
trope, and anagogue of man's literal existence, attempted
to mediate the division between the partial good of this
life and the ultimate everlasting good. In so doing they
employed the comedy of evil in at least three conventional forms. Most familiar is the gargoyle, whose leering
presence reminds the Christian that even while his soul
seeks salvation within this structure, his body will pull
him downward with the mocking demands of its physical being. But the fact that the gargoyles are also gutter
drains - most are functional, not decorative - also reminds him that these physical processes are a necessary
condition of this preparatory earthly span, not to be hidden or disguised but rather to be exploited as grotesque
symbols and blatantly scorned as that bestial and inessential side of man's nature which indeed they are.
A second example of the comedy of evil in architecture faces the Christian as he enters the cathedral. Over
the front portal is a vast vision of Judgment. The lowest
tier represents life on earth, with the virtuous quietly
posed on the left while sinners disport themselves wildly
on the right; the middle tier shows Judgment Day, with
bodies arising from their tombs, the sinners amusingly
gawking in fright or laughing in nervous misgivings; the
top tier reveals heaven on the left, with rows of saved
souls who appear to a modern viewer rather smug and
self-satisfied as they stiffiy receive angelic congratulations, and hell on the right, portrayed in chaos and comic
confusion, with the shamed, harassed souls of the damned
surrounded by boiling pots and sharp pitchforks in the
threatening hands of grinning demons, thoroughly enjoying their work.
Still another representation of comic evil a waits the
worshipper inside the church. The contrasting portrayal
of good and evil assumes the form of parallel wood carvings in the choir stalls where, suitably, virtue is carved
above the seats - usually as a series of exquisite figures
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of saints - and a matching set of representations of vice
is carved underneath the stalls, visible only when the
seats are upturned. Sometimes those figures lurking below represent the seven deadly sins; sometimes they are
contrapuntally conceived in relation to their superiors, as
in the cathedral of Toledo, where virtue assumes the
form of a carved series illustrating the Conquest of Granada; and below this scene of combat in a holy cause is
carved a fighting scene of the opposite sort, with animals tearing one another in struggle over bones, and
thieves squabbling over spoils.

were diversified and widespread, occurring alike in epic
and romance, mystery and morality, secular narrative
and sacred vision. The Eleventh Century French epic
The Song of Roland will serve as an early example, for
the appearance of the heathen Saracens is each time
heralded by their villainous laughter.
Lo, now! there comes a Paynim, Valdebron;
He stands before the King Marsilion,
And gaily laughing he says to Ganelon: (11. 617-19)

The comedy of evil was also manifested in medieval
painting. A particularly interesting example of the pictorial interpretation of this theme is the bizarre art of
Hieronymous Bosch. One of his most obvious examples
of comic evil appears in the Haywain triptych, where
the good angel is a properly Christmas-card figure, white,
winged, and upward-looking, but the evil angel is clownish, bat-winged, pot-bellied, and cloven-hoofed, with a
sickening gray pallor, cymbal-shaped genitals, and a
snout ending in a long reed instrument which he deftly
fingers, accompanying the lover on his lute. In most of
his paintings, Bosch uses four subtle symbols of comic
evil. First is the hollow shell figure , half-revealing and
half-concealing something evil, e.g., a temptress lurking
in the cavity of a tree trunk or a beaked monster peering
from an egg shell, temptations of illusion residing in essential nothingness. Second is the abortive growth: the
tree that grows into a deathshead, the tower with weeds
sprouting from its roof, thwarted things harboring little
comic demons. Third are the monsters which populate
these strange canvases: men with webbed feet and bugle
noses, apes with long beaks, an equine mouse, and a cow
with a pitcher for a rump, all obvious distortions of the
proper order of being. Finally are the cloacal close-ups
which resemble the cathedral gargoyles. Often these
anatomical items portrude from one of the hollow shells.
Bosch provides a striking, but by no means unique, illustration of comic evil in painting.
Still another aspect of the comedy of evil in art sculpture and woodcuts as well as painting - occurs in
the many representations of the Dance of Death, where
the phenomenon of physical death is personified as a
smiling skeleton, often in the attire of a professional jester
strumming a lute or dulcimer and laughing in diabolic
glee as he waylays the unsuspecting victim: the vain
woman at her toilet, the proud prince on his throne, the
gloating miser in his counting room . The chilling sight
of the grim, bony hand of the fatal dancing partner is at
once a shocking and a humorous reminder that this is
only a physical death . For death too is a privative evil
- life manque, a skeleton without a soul - and to one
who believes that death cannot take the soul, the spectacle of the bones unclothed by spirit is a comic one.

Marsilion's nephew trips out before the throng,
Riding a mule which he whips with a wand;
He tells his uncle with laughter on his tongue :
( 11 . 860-62)
The infidels, unjustifiably confident in their pagan
strength, thus smile with glee marching into battle against
the ultimately victorious Christians who, in th eir turn,
appear always grave and pious as they carry on their
holy war. The thirteenth century offers the comedy of
evil in its native setting, as it were, in scenes of Dante' s
Inferno. The farcical 21st and 22nd cantos illustrate not
only the disorder and chaotic disagreement which traditionally characterize the kingdom of the damned but also
the grotesque display of bestiality, which alone remains
in the Inferno where the good of the intellect has been
irrevocably lost. The devils, whose "evil grin" frightens
Dante, bear the animal names : Dogsnout, Dragonscowl,
Tusker, Libbycocks. Far removed are such demons
from the urbane, witty, and on the whole gentlemanly
figure who appears as the devil in Nineteenth and Twentieth Century literature !

The Comedy of Evil In Literature
In literature the manifestations of the comedy of evil
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Thereafter comes a Paynim, Climborin,
And laughing gaily to Ganelon begins: ( 11. 627-28)

In the Fourteenth Century the vision of Piers Plowman
invokes the language of humor to describe the seven
d eadly sins. Each sin is depicted unsparingly as a physically weak and morally degraded creature capable of inspiring only pitiless mockery. In their shriving these sins
confess to laughter as characteristic of their own loose
behavior. Pride admits to "scorning others, if I could
find a reason, laughing loudly that ignorant men should
deem I were witty"; Lechery "took pleasure in laughing
at lecherous tales"; Gluttony imbibes with " laughing and
scowling - Let go the cup!" Sloth "had rather hear of
harlotry or of a falsehood to laugh at" than hear all that
Mark ever wrote.
The comedy of evil found its fullest expression on the
stage, however, first in the mysteries and morality plays,
later in the Elizabethan drama proper. An integral feature of the mystery cycles, the comedy of evil was appropriately introduced with the origin of evil : the fall
from heaven . The moment of Lucifer's expulsion from
the domain of God was marked by a coarse jest:
Now to helle the wey I take
In endeles peyn ther to be pyht
For fere of fyre a fart I crake
In helle donjoone myn dene is dyth .
Thereafter the appearance of Satan or any of his fellow
TH E CRE SSE T
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devils is heralded by the same comic formula: physical
vulgarity, humorous howling, laughter and vain boasting,
usually ending in tears of shame. Unsafe even in the
nether kingdom, the devils subject themselves to the wildest ridicule in the harrowing of hell episodes although it
is probably in the antichrist plays, where the devil is unveiled as an impostor, that the lesson of deficient evil is
most explicit. Actually impotent though threatening in
appearance and manner, this archetypal figure of evil is
unceremoniously whisked off to hell "by the toppe" and
"by the tayle."
Throughout the cycles it is not only Satan and the
motley lot of fallen angels who are thus scorned, but
wicked characters from Scriptural history also become
popular scapegoats of homiletic humor. The most notorious villain, nostalgically recalled by the Elizabethans,
was the ranting Herod, who stormed through the pageant
wagons crying, "I rant! I rawe! and now I run wode!"
Several other stock figures maintained the tradition, including those favorites, Noah's tippling wife and the wily
shepherd Mak.
But the morality drama was even more the proper
vehicle of the comedy of evil than the mystery cycle, for
in the morality, with its fixed plot devoted to the eternal
strife between good and evil, the representation of evil
was structurally organic as well as thematically necessary.
A dramatized homily, the morality was constructed on
the traditional homiletic principle of development through
analagous action illustrating and amplifying the central
theme. Unifying the various episodes chosen to illustrate
the Psychomachia, the internal conflict of the hero, was
the conventional comic figure who embodied Thomas'
remark that "evil has a cause, by way of an agent, not
directly, but accidentally." The moral agent of evil was
the Vice, whose self-negating role as the accidental cause
of nothiQ.g was comic by definition. In virtually every
moral play a lively, impudent Vice cleverly tempts and
gleefully goads his human victim toward damnation. Intriguer and manipulator, arch seducer and master wit,
the Vice represents the supreme aesthetic application of
the comedy of evil. His humor, always purposeful and
never gratuitous, ranges from crude bestiality- violence
and obscenity-to verbal wit, with puns, parody, and
linguistic by-play.
The grinning shadow of the Vice haunts the Elizabethan theatre, where the figures mentioned at the beginning of this essay offer but a few examples. Shakes~
peare contributed two more major versions of the tradi-

tiona! role in the contrary persons of "that reverend vice
and grey iniquity" Falstaff, reveling in the Boarshead
tavern, and the coldly mirthful lago, singing " let me the
canakin clink." Marlowe adapted the role not only to
his Faustian devil, but also to the boastful villain Barabbas and his jovial and unconscionable servant Ithamore.
The dialogue between the murderous master and slave
treats the subject of their wholesale assassination plot
with hilarious mockery. A long catalogue of individualized but Vice-like figures embodying the comedy of evil
includes such diverse specimens as Marston's engaging
Cocledemoy (The Dutch Courtesan), the cheerful scoundrel Cacurgus Morio ( Misogonous), and Chapman's malefic gentleman-usher Bassiola (The Gentleman-Usher). Nor
was the comedy of evil limited to Vice-roles, but it functioned contrapuntally in the typical multiple plot structure, taking the form of an action analagous to the main
plot but in contrasting tone and negative relation to it, as
e.g., the subplot involving the melancholy Don John in
the bright comedy of Much Ado About Nothing, and the
subplot of the mad-house intrigue in Middleton's tragedy
The Changeling. Dekker gives both the conventional
theme and its most popular projection, the Vice, a classic description in the masque scene in Old Fortunatus,
where the personification of evil appears clothed in symbolic garb:
Enter Vice with a gilded face, and horned on her
head: her garments long, painted before with silver
halfe moones, increasing by little and little, till they
come to the full: in the midst of them in Capitall
letters this written: Crescit Evndo: her garments
painted behind with fooles faces and divels heads:
and underneath it in the midst this written, Ha, Ha,
He.
From the grinning Saracens to the seven sneering sins
of allegory, from the howling mystery devils to the laughing Elizabethan villains, from the grotesque gargoyle on
the cathedral to the mocking distortions in sacred paintings, comic "relief' in medieval and Renaissance art was
not relief in the sense of balm for the tense nerves of
viewer or reader, but rather the bold bas-relief of evil exposed as privation against the solid background of the
only reality, the good. This homiletic device exploited
a habit of several centuries' standing: the habit of laughter at evil. The mockery of evil continually confirmed
psychologically the definition of evil that had long ago
been proposed philosophically: evil as non-being deserves to be laughed at.

THE DAYS WERE ACCOMPLISHED
and when the time was come
in her delirium
she saw
eons of time,
and space horizonless,
in bone and sinew bound!
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The Infinite,
flesh of her flesh,
she laid on straw.
jEANNE NUECHTERLEIN

15

The Ubiquitous Tom Swift Adverb: A Folk Process
BY

HERBERT H. UMBACH

Professor of English
Valparaiso University
By the time this article is printed, the verbal fad may
have changed again; but while I write this, a popular
parlor game is going the social rounds - and interestingly it revives the flamboyant style of a boyhood hero of
the 1920s in our U.S.A. If you haven't heard of it (or
better still, played it with impromptu ingenuity), I predict that you will enjoy it when you succumb to its nuttypun wackiness that involves only one thing: a well-situated and double-meaning adverb. Thus a folklore technique reveals its method.
I have read several comments on "That Game" which
usually trace its folksy character back to a boy inventor
named Tom Swift, the hero of a long series of novels for
boys. Indeed Tom's hair-raising adventures with all
kinds of contrivances, in the pre-Popular Mechanics days,
actually anticipated some of today's inventions. Typical
are Tom Swift and His Wizard Camera , and Tom Swift and
His Giant Cannon, which became widely popular (presumably like the syndicated Doctor Funshine material today
in the comic strips) . Some titles in this series are still in
print. Considerable wealth thereby came to Tom Swift's
creator, Edward L. Stratemeyer ( 1862-1930), who used
such pen-names as Allen Winfield, Arthur Winfield, and
Ralph Bonehill.
Edward L. Stratemeyer's Rover Boys series sold close
to four million copies. His loyal audience of lads all over
the · English-speaking countries, when they became fathers, naturally bought more copies of his books for their
sons. Thus on it went, not only in historical fiction like
his The Frontier Series or the Mexican War Series, but
especially in the invented Tom Swift stories. What today's wits are doing is an example of the modernization
of Popular Antiquities (the name at first given to Folklore), similar to Hollywood's treatment of today's best
sellers. As for Stratemeyer, who wrote the Tom Swift
series under the nom de plume of Victor Appleton, in the
early 20th Century he found the demand for his books
so great that he established the Stratemeyer Literary
Syndicate and hired hard-working assistants to grind
out many new volumes. Such production continued for
years after Stratemeyer's death, somewhat in the manner
whereby the late Zane Grey's saga of "romantic" yarns
still continues its output.
My immediate interest here is in what has now happened delightfully to a welcome blending of wit and
humor (see my article in The Cresset, volume IX, january
1946), by the verbal trick of pseudo-quotation. Just as
good wine needs no bush to advertise it, good puns need
no excuse either. Granted that this kind of philological
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fluency has suffered by abuse from its detractors, to the
point where we may almost claim that an ordinary pun
is the lowest form of wit to him who has none of it. But
truly good puns - well, that's another matter, as the
Tom Swifties (or more accurately phrased, Tom Swiftlys)
fad reveals.
"You're as beautiful as the Venus de Milo," said Tom
disarmingly. Or, "I'm frozen," said Tom stzffly! Or,
"Anyone for hockey?" asked Tom puckishly.

Background for Youngsters
You readers who remember the famous series of Tom
Swift books may get the idea easily, but for younger
players I must explain more thoroughly. You see, it is
like this: Tom Swift, the boy wonder who built dirigibles, giant balloons, electric rifles, submarines, giant
searchlights, and racing cars capable of travelling 100
miles an hour (think of it) - this Tom not only said
something in his stories. He always said something with
an adverb: "I cannot take full credit for this invention,"
said Tom modestly; or, "I will not be a party to your base
scheme!" cried Tom indignantly. So far, nothing unusual.
Thus humbly were the Tom Swifties (without an I)
born around 1910. They were popularized nation-widely
in the 1920's, and now they are flying all over our land .
Tom's creator was a fast man with an adverb and he
attached one to practically everything Tom said: e.g.
"Oh, we'll dispose of him all right," Tom asserted boldly.
Today's Swifty Nifties differ obviously from the simple or
straight Tom Swift kind of quotation in that their dangling adverbs are sharply selected to give the pointed quotations fuller, often additional meanings a la double entendre.
"Let's all have a martini," Tom Swift said drily. "No
water in my whisky," Tom said neatly. "Wow!" Tom
said ryely~· "maybe I'd better take a chaser with the next
one," he added gingerly. "I'll open my own business,"
Tom's father said firmly.
How do such little sillies develop? First, the best Tom
Swiftlys (with an I) usually are used in radio and television programs or by advertising agencies. Ordinarily
they move out from there to bars and saloons or taverns.
Inevitably the more alert bar patrons take them home to
their wives, and the smart housewives share them with
their bridge or similar ladies' clubs. Soon everybody in
town exchanges them eagerly!
Some are discouragingly weak: "So this is Plymouth!"
muttered Tom raucously. Or, "Five six, seven, eight,
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nine," said Tom tenuousry. Then with practice plus dictionary or synonym-book help they improve: "I never
could learn to play bridge," said Tom whistjulry. "No,
you can't have any of my shrimp salad," said Tom
shelljishry. "Bow-wow, bow-wow," repeated Tom doggedry. "I would never commit mutiny," cried Tom bountifulry .
Finally some lively and genuinely sharp ones are created. "Tennis is very hard on the hands ," said Tom
callousry. "I've just landed the best job in the streetcleaning department," said Tom sweepingry. " I sure
co·u ld use a bath," Tom said gamery. "I lost my hat,"
Tom said cool-headedry. "My ballpoint never works,"
Tom reflected pensivery. "How do you like my new elevator shoes?" asked Tom stiltedry.
Thus the puckish spirit moves along creatively. In
the home: "Where' s my bathrobe belt?" asked Tom
openry. On the expressway: "Ooops! I passed my cutoff," Tom shouted straightforwardlY. On the golf course:
"I missed the fairway again," Tom said roughry. At the
fairgrounds: "I prefer harness racing," Tom said sulkiry.
In a music studio: "I'm studying the banjo," Tom said
pluckiry. In the classroom when teacher said testiry,
"You're going to wish you'd studied harder," Tom replied smartry, "I got an A in English grammar."

Pleasing Kid Stuff
Especially the children love this kind of sport, meanwhile inserting other names, "Mother, here comes the
ice cream man," Elsie called good-humoredry. " Bobbie,
again you forgot to feed your goldfish," his mother said
carpingry. "Do clean up the leaves in the yard," his
father ordered rakishry. "But, teacher, I missed the bus,"
answered Paul belatedry. "Why can't you remember
your punctuation?" scolded the teacher pen'odicalry. "But,
Mother, why can't I have a pet?" Walt pleaded whiningry. "Judy, it's time you helped your sister with the
dishes," said Father driry . "I'll fix the sweet corn for
dinner," said Nancy huskiry. "Put away that chemistry
set," urged Aunt Ellenfomingry. "I can swim like a fish,"
bragged Jack jlzppantry. "It takes a lot of time to cut up
ingredients for a casserole," said Tom's mother mincingry.
"It's fun to be taller than everybody else," thought Erwin stiltedry.
The adverbial word-play goes on and on, not childishly at all but in a child-like manner. " I can't remember what comes after nine," the kindergartener said tensery.
"But, Mom, all the girls are wearing dresses like these,"
wailed Betty shiftlessry. "Please hold my ice cream cone
for me one minute," Marie begged meltingry. "Mother,
I'm going to have stage-fright when acting in the school
play," Mary said skittishry. " It's a lot of work taking
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care of a busy Two Year Old," Aunt Martha said totteringry. "Why do all those birds follow our boat?" Russ
asked his father gullibry. "You don't need to be afraid
to go to sleep in the dark," said Carol's mother lightry.
"If you're old enough to date, aren't you old enough to
press your own dress?" inquired Edna's mother ironicalry.
"How many times do I have to put on your gloves for
you?" Roberta's father asked remittentry. "I think I'm
getting the mumps," said John lumpishry. "Mumps aren't
as bad as the measles," replied Tom rashry .
In some of the more expert circles, devotees like Tom
Swiftlys with short stories built into them. "That's the
last time I'll ever pat a lion," said Tom o.ff-handedry.
"You'll have to watch out for that buzz saw," Tom said
off-guardedry. "Radishes always give me the hiccups,"
said Tom resoundingry. "I've just played a game of Russian roulette," announced Tom open-mindedry.
"You cannibals have a nerve, trying to cook me in this
pot!" shouted Tom boiling over. Notice how the dangling
adverb, originally the mark of a dyed-in-the-wool Tom
Swifty, is losing ground in some areas. "This looks like
a job for the plumber," Tom pzped. "Two pairs won't
win this jackpot," said Tom with a flush. "The spaghetti
is good tonight," Tom said at length. "I'm going to stay
in this hotel tonight, even if I have to sleep in the lobby,"
Tom asserted without reservation.
As might be expected, there are purists who favor the
Swiftlys which reflect Tom's bucolic personality in the
book. "I don't drink, smoke, play cards, dance, nor associate with anyone who does," said Tom squarery. Or
by contrast, you yourself may favor the built-in pun style:
"I love camping," Tom said intentry. All I myself can
say is, whenever today's Tom Swift sees a keyhole healways peeks intuitivery!
Endless variations emerge as the wit-combats fly, actually no better nor worse than the pun-making was,
e.g., in Shakespeare's generation (mortally wounded
Mercutio says in Romeo and Juliet: "Ask for me tomorrow and you shall find me a grave man."). The French
proverb is thereby verified: plus ca change, plus c'est la
meme chose. Notably the Bible truth of Ecclesiastes 1:9 is
hereby endorsed: "There is no new thing under the sun."
Yet, this much is most evident. Once a few Tom
Swiftlys have been cast upon new ground, have started
making progress particularly in business offices, they
multiply quicker than crabgrass. As Tom might say
in.fectiousry, "They're contagious" - and before the week
comes to its end, office boys are swapping them with
vice presidents. It is anyone's guess how long the present
fad will last; some Folk Games never cease. Meanwhile
as Tom could say expansivery, "The habit is still spreading." So "Let's change the subject," said Tom swift{!.
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The Theatre

The Sad Ballad
Bv

WALTER SoRELL

Drama Editor
The choice of the subject matter is as indicative of the
playwright as treatment and style. It is even more so,
since it predetermines his will of expression and predicates his message. It gives the writer away as the human being he is, with his predilections, his foibles, fears
and fortes. In general, a work of art is a man alive ; he
is unfolding, he is happening in front of us for our benefit. In a play he speaks directly to us , he uses verbal
and physical images with which to engulf and involve
us. He uses another human being to speak for him and
to address us. The immediacy and physicality ofhis
medium are unique.
The novelist can paint a picture on the printed page
and conjure up a magic that lies between the lines; a
phrase can create an atmosphere, or point to a significant feature of a person. Carson McCullers is a prose
writer of particular skill. She has the gift of making
something come alive with the secret of simplicity, the
colorfulness of style, the richness of the haunting innuendo . The dramatist who wants to use her material
properly for a stage experience would have to detach
himself from her lyric prose and recreate her sketchily
painted figures with an eye for their inner and outer
drama, with incidents not held together by the mood
of descriptive power, but the logical development of
their hidden drives, their hopes and hates, their joys
and loves.
Edward Albee; however, prides himself on having
transported McCullers' long short-story, "The Ballad of
the Sad Cafe," almost intact onto the stage. He hopes
that no one will be able to tell where the novelist ended
and the playwright began. " Ideally," he says, "it should
all sound like Mrs. McCullers. " He should know better.
Mrs. McCullers does not write from the viewpoint of
dialogue. (In the sixty-odd pages of her short-story
there are three lines of dialogue, of which Albee kept
two.) Though he taught playwriting for some time, he
missed the point and misunderstood his task. It all should
have sounded like Albee, as it did when the jilted lover
dictated his farewell to his brother who was to give it to
Miss Amelia, his wife of ten days, who refused to share
her bed with him. In this emotional outburst, Albee
freed himself from the prose image and dramatized the
love-hatred motif with great skill.
In this sordid-grotesque story we find a manly woman
marrying a man who, reformed through his love for her,
is humiliated and finally thrown out by her. Carson
McCullers describes her as "a tall woman with bones
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and muscles like a man ... " who "cared nothing for
the love of men." She cured the sick in town. But "if
a patient came with a female complaint sh e could do
nothing. Indeed at the mere mention of the words her
face would slowly darken with shame, and she would
stand there craning her neck against the collar of her
shirt, or rubbing her swamp boots together, for all the
world like a great, shamed, dumb-tongued child."
Colleen Dewhurst did not wish to give this figure
any trace of Lesbian inclinations. But then how are we
to understand her disgust for her husband and her love
for the dwarf Cousin Lyman whom she overwhelms with
her tenderness for years until her former husband returns from the penitentiary to take revenge on her?
From the minute the dwarf set eyes on this man, "the
hunchback was possessed by an unnatural spirit," Mrs.
McCullers tells us. He was charmed by this man , by
the criminal who came from the pentientiary in Atlanta.
He followed him about the town and finally betrayed
her love for him by loving her former husband and forcing her to accept him as a guest in her house. The fight
between the two was unavoidable. This public wrestling
between a woman and a man must have particularly attracted Ed ward Albee, who spoke in his Times interview about the "great visual possibilities" he saw in this
beautiful piece of work. As the story tells, the fight
would have been won by the woman had it not been
for the dwarf who, in the very last minute, threw himself upon her from behind.
The mystery of what was really going on in the hearts
of these three strange and unnatural lovers gives the
short story a tantalizing lustre of the eternally impenetrable. The physicality of the stage play does not permit
the intimate listening to the heartbeats of these people; it
questions with too many whys the questionable, the innuendoes and ambiguities, the elusiveness and unpredictability of love as a destructive force.
The invented dialogue (Albee) loses in juxtaposition to
the narrator, who recites whole paragraphs of the story.
In spite of Michael Dunn's unforgettable portrayal of the
Dwarf and Alan Schneider's expert direction, the play
flutters helplessly in a poetic atmosphere, desperately
fumbling for its dramatic body. There is something surrealistically sensational about it-as in a Dali painting.
With the exception of Walter Kerr in The New York
Herald Tribune the New York critics considered "The
Ballad of the Sad Cafe" a great contribution to the
American theatre.
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The Mystery of Godliness
Bv WALTER

E.

BAUER

Professor of History
Valparaiso University
Without controversy great is the mystery of godliness: God was
manifest in the flesh.
I Timothy 3:16
Even in this "post-Christian" age of "demythologized"
thought and after the prolonged and somewhat frantic
search for the "Jesus of History" behind the "Jesus of
Faith" or the "Jesus of Tradition," Christmas continues
to be what it has always been: the festival of the " mystery of godliness." It is pre-eminently a time to leave
human wisdom at the door and to worship the Child
in childlike faith. What Jesus says about entering the
Kingdom of Heaven is no less true about entering the
lowly place of His birth - "Except ye become as little
children ... " To see in the Manger Him who is called
"Wonderful, Counselor, the Mighty God, the Everlasting
Father, the Prince of Peace" - this takes nothing less
than the faith of a child. But such a faith is hard to
come by in an age of increasing sophistication. Modern
man simply will not live by faith alone; he demands evidence which is scientifically valid or at least respectable .
As never before, perhaps, childlike faith is challenged
by sophisticated doubt to show cause why the doctrine
of the Incarnation should not be relegated to the scrapheap of forgotten myths, and along with it the whole fabric of Christian doctrine.
Whatever it may be that causes the modern Thomas
to doubt and the modern Pilate to scoff, the believing
heart continues to believe because it has valid reasons of
its own which the knowing mind cannot invalidate.
Childlike faith is not necessarily uninformed or credulous;
it can be, as it has often been, thoroughly informed and
severely exacting. But for all believers, the simple and
the not-so-simple, there is solid ground on which to stand
amid the currents and cross-currents of theological and
philosophical speculation.
The Faith Once Delivered
Unless there exists some hitherto unknown evidence
which may yet come to light, the quest for the "historical" Jesus is not only futile, it is not even possible. To
be sure, in the case of a mere human being, Charlemagne
for example, around whose memory legends grew up in
the course of time, it is possible, at least up to a point,
to separate fact from fancy. But how does one go about
this business with respect to Jesus if one believes Him to
have been absolutely unique? What criteria doe:; one
employ to separate the believable from the ur.oelievable
if one believes that Jesus was supernatural as well as
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natural, suprahistorical as well as historical? It would
seem that the quest for the "Jesus of History" is possible
only by giving up the quest for the "Jesus of Faith." The
only Jesus about whom we can know anything at all is
the Jesus of the New Testament, but the Jesus of the
New Testament is so inextricably a part of the apostolic
faith and tradition that to study Him apart from that
faith and tradition is not to study Him at all but instead
to study some imaginary person.
History, as distinguished from the fragmentary and
uncertain record of past actuality, is unavoidably interpretation. It is someone's thought about the past, someone's explanation and evaluation of what has happened.
This is what we have in the New Testament, an interpretation of the earthly life of the Incarnate Word, a
unique life uniquely lived within the course and structure
of human history. This interpretation, which is taken
to be based on divine inspiration and authority, is the
"faith once delivered to the saints." Because for the believer the life of Jesus transcends the limits of human experience and comprehension, it cannot properly be the
object of historical investigation; it can only be an object of faith for him, as the church has always declared
it to be. But for him it is a faith built on a rock, because
for him the Jesus of the apostolic faith and tradition is
also the Jesus of history.
.- •
A Mystery is a Mystery
To the modern mind, imprisoned within the self-imposed limitations of positivism and dazzled by the spectacular progress of science, mystery and superstition go
hand in hand. To say that something is mysterious is to
make a pre-scientific response; it is to confess one's ignorance of natural processes, to reveal a propensity for
superstition. There are no mysteries, there are only unsolved problems. Given enough time, all things will be
explained rationally. At one time or another just about
all natural phenomena were looked upon as mysteries
and regarded with superstitious reverence or trepidation
-birth, death, lightning, comets. Having been rationally explained, they have lost their power to mystify. Or
have they? It is quite obvious that the sense of mystery
has not disappeared with the spread of enlightenment; in
fact, it has actually been sharpened and heightened by it
in our own time. In its most acute and refined form it
is not infrequently encountered among those who possess
the most profound and extensive knowledge: the Einsteins, the Comptons, and a host of others.
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The truth is that no rational explanation has ever
completely removed a mystery, it has merel y increased
it by moving it to a higher level or to a larger context.
As a result, the more we learn about nature, the more
mysterious it becomes. If, then, a blade of grass is a
mystery to the botanist, why should not the theologian
experience a greater sense of mystery in the presence of
One so completely sui generis as the Man of Nazareth?
It will not do, therefore, blithely to assume that the
apostle's "mystery of godliness" simply reflects a prescientific way of thinking which needs to be " demytholo gized" in order to make it understandable and meaningful to the modern mind. For the believer of the Twentieth Century no less than the believer of the first century the Incarnation is a mystery not because it has not
as yet been explained but because it transcends our capacity to explain it. This mystery, too, is firm ground on
which to build the Christian faith and life.

Light
Naively perhaps, but true to the deepest and strongest
awareness of mankind, the childlike believer assumes not
on! y that there is a God but that God has spoken, an
assumption which he shares with practically all the great
sages of history. With the psalmist he says, "The heavens declare the glory of God, and the firmament showeth
his handiwork." He agrees with the author of the letter
to the Hebrews that "God, who at sundry times and in

diverse manners spake in time past unto the fathers by
the prophets, hath in these last days spoken unto us by
his Son." In a word, for him there is light in the darkness of this world and of history because for him the Incarnation is the supreme self-revelation of God, for "God
was manifest in the flesh." It's as simple as that, yet infinitely profound and complex. But it is never so simple
as it is at Christmas, when faith is focused on a Child.
But it is all a matter of faith; either one has or one does
not have it. If one does not have it, no reasoning is valid
and everything written h e re is silly, " unto the Jews a
stumblingblock, and unto the Greeks foolishness." But
if one does have faith, the Incarnation, like all the other
Christian truths, is " the power of God, and the wisdom
of God ." It is a " light to lighten the Gentiles , and the
Glory of thy people Israel."
The Christian rejoices in the conviction that his faith
is not based on his own wisdom but on the testimony
of the Holy Spirit, whose chief business it is to convert
the soul and to enlighten the mind . Not only does he
confess with Simon Peter, " Thou are the Christ, the Son
of the living God"; h e also hears the voice which says,
''Blessed art thou . .. for flesh and blood hath not revealed it unto thee, but my Father, which is in heaven."
This confession is the rock on which Jesus is building
His church," and the gates of hell shall not prevail
against it." At Bethlehem it all becomes clear. This is
why the manger is a good place to worship, good for the
Shepherds and good for the Magi.

On Second Thought
- - - - - - - - -- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 8 Y

You can expect a furor of concern over the commercialization of Christmas again this year. There will be
newspaper articles about preachers who decry the praise
of Santa Claus. There will be others who suggest that
we do away with the whole festival, since it is not really
Christian. The theme will be: " Put Christ in Christmas"
- as though God had not already done so .
This is the time of peace on earth, good will to men.
This is the festival of the Incarnation - God coming to
visit a world swarming with commercial confusion, bitterness, rebellion, and exhaustion. This is the time when
God proves that He still wants men who do not want
any part of Him. This is the day when God begins to
speak His living Word to men so lost in worshiping their
idols that they do not even know He is among them.
His word is peace. For God sent not His Son into the
world to condemn the world, but that the world through
Him might be saved.
The world is making money out of Jesus. Santa Claus
is usurping His praise. But then, the world has always
been commercial. There never has been a time or a
20
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place where the still small voice of the Word has not
had a storm and a fire and an earthquake against it.
The world does not speak the Word, God does. The
world does not call to worship, God does. If we would
speak His Word we must speak peace. Christmas is no
time for us to judge, condemn, or decide. Christmas is
not the day to talk as though God loves only those who
worship. Christmas is not the time to insist that the
world must be holy before the Christ can come.
This is the time fo r us to put God's Word of peace
into the confusion and the envy and the coveting and the
rebellion. Be thankful for them, they frame the Word of
peace! Or are we worried that in the shouting rush,
God's people will not hear the Word?
Listen! when the Christ is born at Bethlehem, it is
not man who speaks, but the eternal God. Those to
whom God talks will hear. Only proclaim His Word of
sins forgiven; only give His peace, good will to men and
they will hear. You will see on their faces the holy light
of reconciliation, the certain hope of God's steadfast love
in Jesus Christ, our Lord.
THE CRESSET
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The Music Room

The Moderns Deserve a Hearing
----------------------------- B y

Once upon a time all music, no matter how old it is
today, was modern . It had to sink or swim. Some of it
sank through no fault of its own. This was bad luck
pure and simple. Some sank because there was nothing
else for it to do. For this we should sing songs of thanksgiving.
What about the music that swam and keeps on swimming ? Aside from th e fa ct that now and th e n water
wings of one make or anoth er have been e mployed to
pre vent some of it from drowning, one must conclude
that longevity and genuine worth are close relatives.
This month 's tidbit from my pen will not deal with
music that was new a long time ago ; it will cc;m cern itself with compositions that are modern - or relatively
modern - today.
I shall speak about three works that pursue new courses and strive to blaze new trails . I hasten to add , however, that some courses and trails d esignated as new soon
become distressingly old.
Much modern music deserves to be heard. Sometimes
one presentation is more than enough ; sometimes many
performances are desirable . I admire those conductors,
instrumentalists, and singers who do all in their power to
give new compositions a chance . I may not always see
e ye to eye with them so far as their judgment is concerned. But this is neither here nor th er e. Absolute
unanimity of opinion is neither necessary nor good.
Unfortunately , however, most concert audi ences do
not choose to be exposed to a steady diet of modern
trends in music. They have no d esire whatever to pay
for being bored again and again - as they put it - by
such devices as atonality, polytonality, phenomenally
acrid dissonances, radical experimentation in the matte r
of form , unusual instrumental effects, and other departures from the beaten path . " If I made it a practice to
include music of this type in all the programs I present,"
says Hans Schwieger, conductor of the Kansas City Philharmonic Orchestra, "I would soon conduct myself out
of a job, and those who play under my direction would
soon play themselves out of jobs ."
My good friend Hans , whom I have known and admired for a long time, mad e this statement to the members of the Music Critics Association who met in Kansas
City in October. But Hans does break many a lance
for modern music. How? By presenting a number of
programs - called Connoisseur Concerts - devoted to
works of recent or relatively recent vintage.
Fortunately, I was able to hear one of these concerts
when I was in Kansas City. The program was made up
of three compositions: A Game Around a Game. which is
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the title of a concerto for strings and percussion by SvenErik Baeck, who was born in Stockholm in 1919; Symphony No. 1, written in 1926 by Roger Sessions, who was
born in Brooklyn in 1896 ; and Symphony in One Movement,
by Irwin Bazelon, who was born in Chicago in 1922.
Baeck's A Game Around a Game, which was inspired
by Bjoern Erling Evensen's statue titled A Game, employs
the twelve-tone row with remarkable effectiveness. Although I am convinced that this serial technique of
composition has been done to death in recent years, I
C?nsider Baeck's work both fascinating and rewarding.
I am basing this opinion on only one hearing, which,
as both you and I know, is certainly not enough. Will
A Game Around a Game sink, or will it swim? I venture
to predict that will sink, just as much of the music composed by able Hilding Rosenberg, Baeck's teacher, has
sunk.
Mr . Sessions' Symphony No. 1 came into the world
thirty-seven years ago . In my opinion, it would have
sunk soon after its birth if special water wings had not
kept it afloat. To me it says absolutely nothing. Mr.
Sessions himself conducted it at the concert I attended,
but I consider his conducting as pedestrian as his music.
Hans could have made the work sound better. Mr. Sessions' symphony deserves to sink.
Although I did not fall in love with Mr. Bazelon's
Symphony in One Movement, I listened to it with energetic
concentration. I sat opposite the composer at dinner
before the concert. He was exceedingly nervous while
we talked, for he was about to hear his work for the
first time. To me the symphony appeared to be formless
in spite of the fact that Mr. Bazelon describes the last
part as a kind of passacaglia. In many respects the instrumentation is unmistakably unique. At times it is
startling in its originality. Although Mr. Bazelon has
courage, he has not yet learned to subject his writing
to rigorous discipline. I shook his hand in congratulation immediately after he had gone to the front of the
stage to acknowledge the thunderous applause of the
audience, and I was sincere when I did so. Nevertheless,
I did not understand the work. I wish I could hear it
again. Will it sink, or will it swim? I am inclined to believe that it may serve as a bridge to something far better
from the pen of this enterprising young man who studied
under Darius Milhaud but has a mind of his own.
By the way, I could write thousands of words about
the water wings that keep poor music afloat; but this
would not change a state of affairs that has existed for
centuries on this terrestrial ball.
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Hans Gottfried Von von Stockhausen
----------------------8 y

This great artist has become famous for his wonderful
work with church windows in the past decade. The
restorations which he effected at Ulm, Hamburg, Bonn
and Kassel are enough to make him world-famous.
He is in great demand at the present time not only
because he shows a great competence in producing
worthy "'!"indows but because his windows have a beautiful, modern character as well as a remarkable, narrative
quality. He will be remembered in years to come for
restoring recognizability and character to figures in glass.
He has learned to set a tone which is immediately understood and forcibly addresses itself to the viewer.
Stockhausen is one of the few who work in the vigor
and power of the "giants" of Chartres and Paris.
Not since the days of the high Gothic development
has there been such a revival of interest in good stained
glass. Many people who were caught and intrigued by
the modern concept of clear glass and monotones have
since then felt the need for some color to give richness
and depth to the new, clean lines of the modern cult.
World War II almost proved the undoing of this great
artist. He lived through the unbelievable winter of Stalingrad and after two years as a British prisoner-of-war
in Egypt he returned as a very quiet and thoughtful
young man. Under Professor Yelin of Stuttgart he became involved in the painting of murals and the making of mosaics. Since 1951 he has been working out of
his own studio at Esslingen. This time was interrupted
by several years as teacher at his old alma mater in Stuttgart. He has travelled in France, Italy, Spain, Switzerland, and Holland. His excellent drawing technique is
manifest in all of his windows. He seems to have discovered a genuine "call" in this type of work and has
executed it with a faithfulness and a vigor which are
astonishing and refreshing.
The picture shows the great window wall in the
Church of the Resurrection at Bad Oeynhausen. Even
the black and white study of this magnificent glass wall
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shows the vigor and the discipline with which the artist
attacks his problem. Circles interlock and chains of great
glass jewels run over the wall from top to bottom. In
the St. Catherine window in Hamburg there is a soaring
upward feeling, but this window of the Resurrection has
a definite vertical movement. It fills up the entire chancel wall. The central figure of the Resurrected One has
a real relationship to all the other figures around it
- Mary and the Christ Child, the Lamb, the Crucifixion,
and the Women at the Tomb. The circles and the way
they intersect one another made for a distinctive and interesting solution to the great "open" areas of the window . In color, you feel the harmonies still more than
any other modern window of its type. It gives you a
genuine musical feeling. This arises perhaps out of the
freeness of the presentation as well as the inescapable
discipline to which the artist has subjected himself.
Out of conversation with him comes this interesting comment : "The development of a window of this
kind is always an almost terrifyingly emotional experience. Always you are quite sure that it will never really
work. You put up the great white cartoon sheets and
you put down your first marks - then everything begins to move and fall into place. You hardly know
where all the figures come from . One color cries out
for another and the work grows almost without your
wanting it to. You can hardly bring yourself to enter
the studio in the morning and look at what you left the
night before, but it is only in these few moments that you
ever really view your work objectively and critically.
Always you are too thoroughly involved . Finally, when
the whole work is complete you have the feeling that you
really had nothing to do with it."
Every artist has surely experienced the same thing but
it is good to hear it again from this outstanding contemporary who has given so much of himself to the beauty
of the churches.
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BOOKS OF THE MONTH
RELIGION
MOODY: A Biographical Portrait

Of the Pacesetter in Modern
Mass Evangelism
By J. C. Pollock (Macmillan,

$5.50)

Here is an up-to-date tribute, based upon newly accessible papers released by the
Moody family, that gives us Dwight L.
Moody the man. A dynamic crusader for
the gospel message, forerunner of Walter
A . Maier arid Billy Sunday and Billy
Graham, the subject of this interesting
biography was a consecrated layman whose
disgust over big-city materialistic idols
changed him from a merely successful shoe
salesman to an evangelist with spiritual
power. How this transformation occured is
shown in a three-dimensional analysis:
capacity for continuous growth, zeal for his
fellowmen, plus the gift of preaching a
simple but direct message which brought
thousands to Christ in England and America through Tabernacle meetings which
united people from all denominations. His
pioneering educational and publishing
enterprises still thrive today: Northfield
School for Girls, Mount Herman for Boys,
and Moody Institute for lay religious workers . Among the numerous 19th century
personalities who are mentioned, Ira D.
Sankey appropriately emerges best -as
the folk musician of hymnody in his gospel
songs. The author, J. C. Pollock, is Anglican rector of Horsington, Somerset; I compliment him for having carefully separated
facts from fiction in the many incidents
and legends usually associated with so busy
a public figure as Moody was.
HERBERT H. UMBACH

GENERAL
THE FIRE NEXT TIME
By James Baldwin (Dial Press, $3.50)

NOBODY KNOWS MY NAME
By James Baldwin (Dell Publishing Com-pany, S 1.65, paperback)

NOTES OF A NATIVE SON
By James Baldwin (Beacon Press, $1.45,
paperback)
In Alan Paton's Cry, The Beloved Country,
the Zulu Christian minister, Stephan Kumalo, goes to Johannesburg and sees how the
young, uprooted from their tribal ways,
have been destroyed and demoralized by
their Johannesburg urban slum existence;
how they have often turned to petty theft
and crime, to pwstitution, and to utter disillusion and despair. Paton notes that this
state of affairs is ripe for an appeal to
hatred and violence. Paton's Reverend
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Kumalo questions, despairingly, if in the future " ... they have turned to love, will
we have turned to hate?"
Baldwin's three collections of published
essays, Notes of a Native Son, Nobody Knows
My Name, and the recently published, The
Fire Next Time, represent a cry of moral
pain against the presence of a more subtle
but quite real color line in the United
States . As noted in a recent statement by
Berl I. Bernhard, Staff Director of the
United States Commission on Civil Rights,
this color line is present throughout the nation in the area of housing , employment,
and the administration of justice.
Baldwin has noted that much of the
damage of racial hatred is irreparable. A
primary concern of The Fire Next Time is
not the effect of a turn to violence upon the
white, but its threat to the basic integrity
and humanity of the American Negro. As
Sigmund Freud pointed out in Civilization
and Its Discontents , when an oppressive hand
has seared the individual psyche, even subsequent freedom may not remove the scars
completely. Baldwin, in No tes From a Native Son, observed that in America the
Negro has " been irreparably scarred by the
conditions of his life." In The Fire Next
Time, Baldwin pleads with American society to change its ways before the wound on
the Negro psyche has cut too deep 11nd
been replaced by hate inimical to both the
Negro and white Americans. The Negro
striving for integration he asserts means
" ... that we, with love, shall force our
brothers to see themselves as they are, to
cease fleeing from reality and begin to
change it." In The Fire Next Time, Baldwin
gives vent to an impatience with the " token" integration following the Supreme
Court' s 1954 decision in the Brown Case
ordering the integration of public schools
with " all deliberate speed." A similar impati en ce with steps aimed at eliminating
racial discrimination is also exp ressed in
Dr. Martin Luther King's courageous " Letter from Birmingham Jail." Here Dr. King
pleads for greater active commitment by
white "sympathizers" in eliminating racial
discrimination. He complains that:
I have almost reached the regrettable conclusion that the Negro's great
stumbling block in the stride toward
freedom is ... the white moderate who
is more devoted to order than to justice; who prefers a negative peace
which is the absence of tension to a
positive peace which is the presence of
justice, who constantly says "I agree
with you in the goal you seek, but I
cannot agree with your methods of direct action;" who paternalistically feels
that he can set the timetable of another man's freedom; who lives by the
myth of time; and who constantly ad-

vises the Negro to wait until a ''more
convenient season." .. . Lukewarm acceptance is much more bewildering
than outright rejection.
The appeal of both James Baldwin and
Martin Luther King is essentially an appeal
to the conscience and the heart of Americans. As Baldwin cautions, in The Fire
Next Time, " ... The political institutions
of any nation are always menaced and are
ultimately controlled by the spiritual state
of that nation."
This volume has the flavor of the preacher who condemns the errant ways of his
flock and urges them on to better behavior
which they haven't yet displayed but of
which he suggests they are capable.
In this volume Baldwin also expresses
the fear that the indifference of much of
the nation to the status of the Negro could
in a period of stress be catastrophic. From
his pulpit he cautions that he has been
''authoritatively assured that what has happened to the Jews in Germany could not
happen to the Negroes in America, but I
thought that the German Jews had probably believed similar counselors ... "

It is interesting to note how a refugee of
the Nazi persecutions, currently an important leader within the American Jewish
community, reiterates Baldwin's fear of indifference as an obstacle to the solution of
the "American dilema." At the August 28
"March on Washington" rally, Dr. Joachim
Prinz, President of American Jewish Congress, noted :
When I was rabbi of the Jewish
community in Berlin under the Hitler
regime, I learned many things. The
most important thing that I learned in
my life and under these tragic circumstances is that bigotry and hatred are
not the most urgent problem . The
most urgent, the most disgraceful, the
most shameful, and the most tragic
problem is silence.
A great people which had created
a great civilization had become a nation of onlookers. They had become
silent in the face of hate, in the face of
brutality, and in the face of mass murder.
America must not become a nation
of onlookers. America must not be
silent .... It must speak and act ...
not for the sake of the Negro (a lone)
... but for the sake of the image, the
idea and the aspiration of America itself.
In an appeal for active commitment in
combating racial discrimination, Baldwin
preaches for what might be termed spiritual
maturity. In Nobody Knows My Name, he
reveals a conception of God " ... as a
means of liberation and not a means to
THE CRESSET

control others. Love does not begin and
end the way we think it does. Love is a
battle; love is a war; love is a growing up."
The current struggle for civil rights is
viewed as possibly a maturing experience
for Negro and white Americans if the "artificial walls" be broken down. As Abraham
Lincoln had said of an earlier struggle,
" ... We must disenthrall ourselves ...
Then we shall save our country."
In Nobody Knows My Name, Baldwin
comments on the role of segregated housing projects which, in seeking to ''improve"
the Negro, instead alienate him from participation in American society. He notes
that "Harlem got its private project Riverton about twelve years ago because Negroes
were not allowed to live in Stuyvesant
Town." (While today such private projects are subject to New York City anti-discrimination provisions which seek to prevent racial discrimination in renting, in
practice it remains very diflicult for Negroes
to obtain apartments in Stuyvesant Town, a
lower Eastside housing project.) Baldwin
goes on to note that they know that " ...
they are living there because white people
do not think they are good enough to live
elsewhere. No amount of 'improvement'
can sweeten this fact." The alienation resultant from this "separateness" contributes
to the destruction, defacement, immorality,
and violence frequently found within the
urban slum. It is interesting to note further that the pervasiveness of racial discrimination tends to negate partial solutions; for instance, low-income public housing projects administered on a non-segregated basis may tend to be predominantly
Negro because of the limited educational
and employment opport"unities of many
Negroes. Also, many Negroes blocked
from employment opportunities in certain
professional and skilled labor fields become
demoralized in what they consider a futile
quest for education.
It is important for all Americans to understand the Negro's impatience with many
of the partial solutions which seem merely
to sustain a vicious circle. It is also important to realize that a number of partial solutions to the problems of racial bias and
discrimination in housing, employment,
education, and the administration of justice
create the momentum for the elimination
of racial discrimination and racial hatred in
the United States. Baldwin's articulate criticism of our nation's shortcomings in the
area of race relations are in the finest tradition of those social reformers who have
sought to prevent the "American dream"
from becoming ''the American tragedy."
Baldwin's concern with the malaise of the
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color line for both white and Negro Americans leads him to observe the Black Muslim
movement. This he views with mixed feelings. He accepts their critique of America's
race relations but not their solution for it.
As in Notes of a Native Son. he had assumed
that Richard Wright's hateful Bigger
Thomas was not a solution to racial oppression but the tragic result of it. In "/he Fire
Next Time he reiterates this view. He notes
that black racism is as purposeful in disguising the fears of the Negro psyche as
white racism is to many Americans. It
is unreasonable for Americans to accept
such sentiments from ''the lips of Senator
Byrd" and yet be outraged by the Black
Muslims.
The sickness of racial hostility, Baldwin
goes on to entreat, must be wiped out
as "whoever debases others is debasing
himself." While his moral plea is well
taken one notes the lack of positive program off~red for its solution except ''to
change." Here Baldwin fails to realize that,
while of a different texture, the psychic
scars revealed in the racial attitudes of
many whites are as deep as those inflicted
upon the Negro.
His criticism of the "cowardly obtuseness
of the white liberal" takes the tone of
shouting at another whose solicitude is no
longer desired, even though it may still be
helpful. It appears that if Baldwin wants
love to conquer hate, he must be willing to
accept love in a non-idealized framework.
One regret which I have in reading Baldwin's essays is that he never discusses the
possible self-help role of Negro community
organizations in supplementing the role of
the public school where remedial education
programs exist. As the American Negro
increasingly appreciates the need for education one would hope that the Negro
church and the Negro community would
take a private as well as a public stand on
educational improvement. Morover, such a
position would facilitate school integration,
as one current fear involved is deterioration
of a school curriculum due to the remedial
problems of many cult'urally and economically deprived students. Even the Negro
middle class reacts sharply to this problem. As has been noted in a study by
Professor Dan W. Dodson, a New York
University sociologist, subject to a number
of variables it appears that within New
York City high schools "as the Negro proportion in the population becomes a percentage of around thirty the white group
starts to withdraw en masse. When they
start withdrawing, the better students in
the Negro group also leave." It is reverting
to stereotyped thinking to assume that such

exodus merely involves race prejudice or
irrational fear.
All three of Baldwin's published volumes
of essays evince a concern with the attainment of individual self-development in
American society. He discusses the ways
in which this goal is frustrated in man by
constitutional or social restrictions. His
concern that social restrictions, especially in the case of the American Negro, prevent the individual from attaining selfknowledge is deeply expressed. In Notes
From a Native Son he observes plaintively:
''All over Harlem, Negro boys and girls
are going into stunted maturity, trying desperately to find a place to stand; and the
wonder is not that so many are ruined but
that so many survive. The Negroes' outlets are desperately restricted."
Baldwin notes that integration, politically,
economically, and socially, requires action
as well as noble sentiments. The Fire Next
7 ime presents a message applicable to both
Negro and white Americans. The author
asserts that "to act is to be committed, and
to be committed is to be in danger." Perhaps an additional notation might be made
here that lack of commitment in the task
of integrating our society presents a greater
danger. In The Fire Next 1ime he appeals
to both white and Negro to cast off America's overt and implicit racism in order to
preserve democracy.
He seems to appeal to the spiritual transcendance of what appears to be an insurmountable existential problem. This quality
of spiritual transcendance that Baldwin
appeals to is perhaps most succinctly described in an analogy utilized in Paul Tillich's The Courage to Be in which he speaks
of dispelling guilt and anxiety by having
the strength to accept our imperfections in
the spiritual sense and achieve self-aflirmation in spite of these flaws. Tillich believes
this self-affirmation was revealed in some
aspects of the Reformation. He saw it as
symbolized in Albrecht Duerer's engraving
"Knigt, Death, and the Devil," in which "a
knight in full armour is riding through a
valley, accompanied by the figure of death
on one side, the devil on the other. Fearlessly, concentrated, confident he looks
ahead . He is alone but he is not lonely.
In his solitude he participates in the power which gives him the courage to affirm
himself in spite of the negatives of existenc~. " In The Fire Next Eme,James Baldwin exhorts us to utilize this spiritual power to obliterate the shadowy presence of
racial fears, suspicions, and hatred m
American life.
HOWARD A. PALLEY
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November 4, 1963, 10 p.m. This was the evening before the elections in Indiana. How do Democrats feel on
the night before a city election in a state that is wellknown as a Republican state? How did the Democrats
in Valparaiso, Indiana, feel in a town where they have
consistently lost elections for years and years? Actually
this year the Democrat candidates and workers felt a
hushed expectancy about the election. Many felt confident because they had worked hard, because they had
presented good candidates and because the rumor line
had said for a long time that the Republicans were having trouble among themselves, that they were not happy
about some of their candidates . Certainly the Democrats felt that one of these days they would "'bust th e
sound barrier." This confidence was not the bombastic
kind, for even Democrats know that it its hard to fight
history. The record of the years attested to the fact that
the town of Valparaiso was Republican according to the
simple statistics of voting registrations. Winning did
not seem quite probable. Some Democrats felt that the
Democrats were running only with a hope and a prayer.
I for one expected the Democrats to take the mayor' s
post and two council seats.
November 5, 1963, 5:45 a.m. I went to the precinct
election headquarters. There I met the people I knew
would be there: an election board of loyal Democrats
and Republicans who have worked faithfully over the
years. They know all there is to know about running
precinct election machinery. It is always a little like
old home week at election time. You see people whom
you know very well or whom you know about. In addition , most of them are names on your cards and in your
files. You have them recorded in your study at home
with their voting proclivities, their birthdays, their birthplaces, the jobs they hold and have held , along with
all kinds of sundry information. To the everlasting
credit of these people, we seldom have any off-color
shenanigans at election time in Valparaiso, Indiana.
Hardly ever do we have serious trouble in running the
election in Center Township, Precinct One, where this
reporter lives. At about 7:00a.m., the food brigade
brought coffee and rolls. The same brigade brought
lunch~ and dinner.
12:00 Noon. By high noon three hundred voters had
come through the polls, three hundred out of over eight
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hundred eligible voters In the precinct. This meant
that voting would be heavy by 6:00 when the polls
would be closed. Of what significance is this? Since
the Republicans outnumber the Democrats , this would
be a Republican day - unless the Republicans took to
splitting their votes. As you sat there, you knew that
voters were splitting their votes, but which way and
how much? This was the situation as you listened to
the steady metallic ring of the voting machine.
2:00 p.m . The routine was getting to me. All day
long you had been asking the voters for their names and
you checked them off on your list-over and over again.
"vleanwhile, your Republican counterpart had been doing the same thing and workers on the inside, very near
the machine, were checking and re-checking. It was
virtually impossible to cast a fraudulent vote in this precinct.
3:30p.m. As Democratic precinct committeeman, I
knew the Republicans were getting their voters to the
polls. There were not enough Democrat voters, I kept
saying to myself, to match the flood. In and around all
this, I taught two classes during this important day. Who
hcl ped me when I left for classes? Some young students from Valparaiso University who impressed people
with their kindness, friendliness, and maturity.
6:00p . m. ··Hear ye , hear ye, the polls are now
closed! " fell on the quiet, rainy evening. Happy about
this antiquated declaration, the workers ate dinner,
right next to the two voting machines - like workers in
any factory. Then we transferred the votes from the
machine to official paper. The results: the Republicans won again , position for position down the line.
This was the story in every precinct. One of my friends
called the Republican headquarters to ask who won and
received this answer: "Valparaiso." In part, this is true:
Valparaiso is Republican and so Valparaiso and theRepublicans won. The majority is G.O.P. and wants it
to stay that way. But if the answer was a smug one to
signify that everything is O.K. in Valparaiso, this is not
true - of course not! My town commits its own kinds
of sin and should remember that sin is sin wherever you
find it. Alcoholism and slander are just as prevalent in
the town's R epublican Party as they a r e in th e town's
Democrat Party. In a vague, uncertai n manner, one
tries to counteract it all with the Law a nd th e G ospel.
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Si gh ts and Sounds

The Hollywood Film Museum
--------------------------------------------------------------8 y
An ambitious project is under way in Hollywood . For
years prominent personages associated with motion pictures have dreamed of a Hollywood Film Museum - a
museum designed to preserve significant developments
and historic events of the past, to create a proper
showcase for the exhibition of these treasured mementoes,
and to provide a suitable storehouse for th ~ noteworthy
achievements of our day and for those of futur~ years.
Sol Lesser, a veteran in the motion-picture industry, is
convinced that the recently begun project not only will
be successful, but that " it will pay itself off so fast that it
will make your head spin. It will be like nothing else
that has happened before. People will come from all
over the world . It will be for scholars as well as for
tourists."
The museum is to cost $6,000,000 ; and if Mr. Lesser' s
optimistic prediction is correct , it will be in operation
in 1964. The building will house the Eric Johnston Memorial Theater; storage vaults ; exhibits, which will be
changed from time to time; an extensive film library,
which is to feature stills made available by all the major studios; and special facilities, which will enable spectators to see the actual making of movies, TV programs,
and recordings. In addition, there is to be a working
exchange with the Museum of Modern Arts in New
York City. Mr. Lesser says, "This is to be a sort of wonderful smorgasbord in the communications arts . We
want to spread knowledge - to share it. The museum
will not be a place to hoard things." Good luck!
Both the AMA and the Food and Drug Administration have begun an exhaustive investigation of LSD, the
powerful psychedelic or "mind-expanding" drug. Man
surely stands in sore need of ''mind-expanding," but so
far there seems to be little evidence to support the theory
that this can be achieved by means of psychodelic flights
into fantasy. I know of another way in which one can
enter into a mad world of dreams and fantasy. Just expose yourself to Federico Fellini 's pretentious 81/2, or to
his tedious The Night , or to Jean Paul Sartre' s bitterly
satirical No Exit, or to Jean Genet's utterly revolting
The Balcony. I have no patience at all with sheer empty
fluff or mawkish sentimentalism. But I am equally impatient with films - or books or plays - that go to the
other extreme. There has been a seemingly endless
probing into everything that is sick , sordid , and ugly.
We know the symptoms of social and moral ills, and we
are aware of our shortcomings. But can one justify a
complete disregard for other aspects of morals and ethics?
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A N N E H A N S E N

Isn't it time for the vaunted ''new wave" to wash up at
least an occasional pearl? We have become surfeited by
the dredging-up of everything that is twisted, corrupt,
and morbid.
Women of the World and Mondo Cane. semidocumentaries directed by Gualtiero Jacopetti, are completely unac ceptable by any standards of good taste or good theater.
One must have a strong stomach to sit through the most
nauseating scenes ever depicted on the screen. And one
must come away asking, "Civilization? What is it?" It
is not the subject matter which shocks and repels in these
''adult" films; it is the manner in which it is presented.
Richard Chamberlain, TV's young Dr. Kildare, makes
his debut as a screen star in T w ilight of Honor (M-G-M
Boris Saga!), a sordid courtroom drama based on a novel
by AI Dewlin. It seems to me that we can ill afford
such deplorable travesties on law and justice.
I read Giuseppe Lampedusa's absorbing novel The
Leopard with great interest. Published posthumously,
The Leopard won Italy's most-coveted literary prize the Streega Award. The film titled The Leopard (20th
Century-Fox, Luchino Visconti) has much to recommend
it. The color photography is magnificent, the acting of
the principals is outstanding, and the direction clearly
reveals Visconti's understanding of the history and the
character of his native Italy. It must be said that the
film is rather long and that there are moments when the
action drags a bit.
Mystery fans will enjoy Murder at the Gallop , an English release which stars the inimitable Margaret Rutherford in the role of Agatha Christie's remarkable amateur
sleuth Miss Marple. Another mystery tale, The Running
Man (Columbia, Carol Reed), does not engender a
marked degree of suspense. It all seems a bit cut and
dried, but it does underscore the age-old truism that
crime does not pay.
Not long ago Peter Falk told a reporter, "Television
has got to deal with something besides pathology ...
Every night they've got some kind of nut on TV. It's
a cheap way out for the writers and producers , but it's
also ridiculous .. . Viewers are sick of watching it, and
I am sick of playing it." I agree. Next month we shall
examine the new season.
A noteworthy exception to the offerings of a dull TV
season was the presentation of One Day in the Life of
Ivan Denisovich, based on Alexander Solzhenitysn's searing expose of a Stalin labor camp, where the author himself was imprisoned for a time.
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Pilgrim
"All the trumbets sounded for him on the other side"
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

-----------------------------BY 0.
Innocent Abroad - I
Three months in Europe leave one with an assortment of memories that only time can sift and reunify
into some sort of coherent whole . For the next few
months, I shall try to get some of th e m down on pape r
and sec whether, at the end of it all , I can summarize the total experience. Mean while , these observations must be read for what they are - vignettes of a
continent too varied to be generalized, too flavorful to
be served up in one grand goulash.
There was, for instance , the afternoon we drove up
to Maria Lach, the 800-year-old abbey of the Benedictines. Work on the church and the abbey was be!PJn in
I 093, and the church was dedicated by the Arch bishop
of Trier o.n August 24 , 1156. Seventy-two monks and
about eighty lay brethren now rule an empire of the
most beautiful country I have ever seen. For about ten
miles one travels up a winding road from Niederbreisig
on the Rhine . Around the last bend one suddenly comes
upon a towering Romanesque basilica, a remarkable
bookstore, and a very modern hotel (The brothers apparently have a sharp eye for the good German mark or any other currency). The abbey church is the center
of a domain which includes a library of 130,000 volumes , a philosophical Hoch schule, a home for young
people, a vast farm with its own mill , a Fischerei. and a
whole complex of small factories for builders, painters ,
butchers, bakers, and candlestick-makers. Since 1900 the
abbey has become the center of the liturgical move~ent
in the Roman Catholic church of Germany. Here , too ,
Konrad Adenauer went into hiding for two years during
the Hitler era .
We attended vespers. Promptly at six o'clock the
black-robed procession of monks entered the darkening
church and began to sing the ancient Gregorian setting
with the memorable beauty of effortless ease. As they
chanted the psalm for the day , I remembered that this
had been going on for more than eight hundred years almost 300,000 times. They were already singing only a
few years after the Battle of Hastings - when the Black
Death was sweeping over Europe - when Abelard was
teaching heresy in Paris - when Columbus discovered
America - when our forefathers left the land of their
singing - when a madman from Austria threw his dark
shadow over what they were doing. All these centuries,
every evening as the sun set over the just and the unjust
in this passing world, they reflected the timelessness of
their faith in this chant.
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There are people and things that are made good only
b y the passing of man y years. This is one of th em . One
vespe r may be good or bad , d e p ending upon the faith
a nd d evotion of th e singers . U ndoubtedl y th ere were
man y bad on es in thes e ei g ht hundred years . There
must have been days when the monks were unworth y of
their song. But its long , wavering steadiness moves
even the casual listener. Mere age does not make men
and things right, but it gives them this great, conquering
aura of permanence in a world of change and decay.
On October 15 , 1764, while the predecessors of these
monks were singing h ere, a man sat among the ruins of
the Forum in Rome. As he saw the ruins of the splendor
that had been Rome, he heard another group of monks
singing vespers. The man ' s name was Gibbon, and at
that moment he decided to write The Decline and Fall of
the Roman Empire. "Decline and Fall" - this is our
life and our history, and all that is left at the end is God,
His Word, and our small answer in whatever song may
be ours.

Counterpoint
Down from the mountain and onto the plain. On a
rainy afternoon in Hamburg , I wandered into a large
department store and eventually landed in the Lebensmittel
(grocery store) section. Even though I was accustomed
to the overabundance of the American supermarket,
this was a revelation . Once more Germany is eating
high on the hog. There were meats from all over Europe, ducks from Holland, geese from Sweden, deer from
Norway, fish from all the seas around Europe - an
overwhelming array of delicacies.
As I walked between the loaded shelves, I wondered
if all this fullness might not be one of the reasons why
on! y three per cent of the population is in church on
Sunday morning. Of course, we in America should be
the last to criticize. But there does seem to be causal
connection between abundance and ingratitude. Dives
on earth took his sumptuous fare as a matter of course
and could not even spare a grateful crust for poor Lazarus. Dives in hell would have been grateful for a drop
of cold water on his parched tongue. Europe at war, and
in the desperate days just after the war, remembered its
churches and experienced a short-lived " religious revival." Rebuilt Europe has once again forgotten its churches and has turned again to the worship of its old gods.
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